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NOTE 



"Les Contes d'Hoffmann," ope"ra-comique, is 
one of two posthumous operas of the brilliant and 
facile French composer. It was his most cherished 
work, and his labors upon it extended over a period 
of years. For some time Offenbach had felt his 
end approaching, and he 9aid to M. Carvalho, 
"Make baste to mount my piece; I am in a hurry 
and have only one wish in the world — to witness 



the premiere of this work." He died, however, a 
few months before its first production, which took 
place, after it was finally revised and partly orches- 
trated by Guiraud, at the Oplra-Comique, Feb. 
10, 1881. Here it was given no less than 101 times 
in the year of its production. It was also performed 
in Germany, and was being sung at the Ring 
Theatre in Vienna at the time of its conflagration. 



THE STORY OF THE ACTION 



Act I. — This act is really a prologue, and 
shows Hoffmann, a young poet, at the Tavern of 
Luther, drinking and carousing with his com- 
panions. They ask him for a song; he commences 
the fantastic Ballad of Klein-Zach, but midway of 
the tale wanders into a rhapsodic apostrophe to a 
beautiful woman. His companions accuse him of 
being in love; but he replies that for him such joys 
are past, and forthwith promises to relate to them 
the history of his three loves. 

Act. n. — Olympia. At the house of the 
noted scientist, Spalanzani, who has invited a 
large company to witness the charms and accom- 
plishments of his daughter, Olympia. Hoffmann, 



who is attended by Nicklausse, has already become 
enamored of her by fleeting glimpses through 
a window. Olympiad appearance, her singing, 
receive enthusiastic praise from her father's guests, 
and Hoffmann's conquest is complete. Left alone 
with her while the other guests are at supper, he 
tells her of his passion, and thinks that it awakens 
in her an echo of response. Later there is dancing, 
and she waltzes so madly that she whirls him off 
his feet and is only stopped by her father, who 
conducts her to her room. A Dr. Coppe'lius enters 
in a rage, claiming to have been swindled by 
Spalanzani. He slips into Olympia 's room, and 
presently a noise of breaking is heard. Out of 



PREFATORY NOTE 



revenge CoppHius has smashed Olympia, who was 
only an automaton, cleverly constructed by 
Spalanzani. Hoffmann's dismay is pitiable. 

Act III. — Giulietta. The scene is in Venice 
at the house of Giulietta, who is beloved by 
Schlemil. She receives Hoffmann graciously, but 
Schlemil does not conceal his disgust at the young 
poet's arrival. Dapertutto bribes Giulietta, with 
a magic diamond, to enslave Hoffmann, who cares 
nothing for her. She succeeds in bringing him to 
her feet, and promises him the key of her room, 
which he must, however, procure from Schlemil. 
The latter refuses to yield the key, and a fight 
ensues, during which Hoffmann kills Schlemil. 
Hoffmann takes the key, and rushes to Giulietta 's 
room, only to find it deserted, and to see her in a 
gondola, riding away in the embrace of another 
man, and laughing at his plight. Nicklausse drags 
him away to escape the police. 

Act IV. — Antonia. In Munich, at the house 
of Crespel, who seeks to keep his daughter Antonia 
' hidden from the attentions of Hoffmann. Fearing 
that, together with her mother's voice, she has 
Inherited her mother's consumption, Crespel forbids 
his daughter to sing. Hoffmann gains admission to 
the house unknown to Crespel, renews his vows to 
Antonia, and, at Crespel's approach, hides himself, 
to learn, if possible, why Antonia has been for- 
bidden to use her voice. Through a conversation 
between Crespel and an evil magician named 
Doctor Miracle he learns the bitter truth; and 
later adds his entreaties to those of her father that 
Antonia will sing no more. She promises him; 
but when Hoffmann goes, Miracle appears to her, 
reproaches her for giving up her career in favor 
of a humdrum domestic existence with a lover 
whose unfaithfulness needs but to be proven, and 
fills her mind with doubt. Finally Miracle causes 
the ghost of Antonia's mother to appear, and the 
spirit adds her appeal to Miracle's reproaches, 
overwhelming Antonia, and finally inducing her 



to join in singing with the supernatural voice. 
She pauses breathless, but Miracle urges her 01 
and on, until she falls dying. Her frenzied father 
receives her in his arms, while Hoffmann, heart- 
broken, witnesses the tragedy. 

Epilogue. Takes us back to the scene of the 
first act. Hoffmann's recital is at an end, and hit 
companions leave him. The Muse appears to 
him and offers the consolations and rewards of Ait 
as a panacea for his broken heart. For a moment 
he is roused to enthusiasm; but presently, overcome 
with his potations at Luther's tavern and the 
emotion of his reminiscences, he falls face forward 
upon the table — and sleeps. 

First performed at the Th&tre de l'Op&* 
Comique, Paris, Feb. 10, 1881, with the following 
cast: 

Hoffmann MM. Tcdomc 

Le Conseiller Lindorf .... 

coppelius 

Dapertutto 

Le Docteur Miracle .... 

Spalanzani ' Gourden 

Crespel Belhomm 

Andres *| 

COCHENILLE > Gfiv* 

Frantz J 

Maitre Luther Ttvj 

Nathanael Chencvibu 

Volframm Piccaluga 

Hermann Tesk 

Vilhelm Colin 

Stella 

Giulietta 

Olympia 

Antonia 

Nicklausse U golds 

La Muse Moli 

Um Fantome Dupms 

Conductor, L&m Carvalho. 
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LES CONTES D'HOFFMANN 



ACT I 

The tavern of Master Luther. 

(The interior of a German inn. Tables and 

Chorus of Students. 

Drig, drig, drig, master Luther, 
Brand of hades, 

Drig, drig, drig, bring us thy beer, 
Bring us thy wine, 
Till morning dawns, 
Fill up my glass, 
Till morning dawns, 

Fill up our pewter pots! 

Nathanael. 

Luther is a brave man, 

Tire Ian laire, 
On the morrow we will brain him, 

Tire Ian la! 

Chorus. 

Tire Ian la! 

(They strike their cups on the tables.) 

Luther 

(going from table to table). 

Here, gentlemen, here! 

Hermann, 

His cellar is a goodly spot, 

Tire Ian laire, 
We'll pillage it on the morrow, 

Tire Ian la! 



Chorus. 

Tire Ian la! 

(Knocking of 

Luther. 

Here, gentlemen, here I 



PREMIER ACTE 

La taverne de Maitre Luther. 

(Interieur d'unc taverne aJlemande. Ca et la, des tables at < 
bancs.) 

Choeur des Etudiants. 

Drig! drig! drig! maitre Luther, 

Tison d'enfer, 
Drig! drig! drig! a. nous ta biere, 
A nous ton vin, 
Jusqu'au matin 
Remplis mon verre, 
Jusqu'au matin 
Remplis les pots d'&ain! 

Nathanael. 

Luther est un brave homme; 

Tire Ian laire! 
C'est demain qu'on l'assomme; 

Tire Ian la! 

Le Choeur. 

Tire Ian la! 

(lis frappent les gobdcts sur les tables.) 

Luther 

(allant de table en table) 

Voilk, messieurs, voila.! 

Hermann. 

Sa cave est d'un bon drille; 

Tire Ian laire! 
C'est demain qu'on la pille 

Tire Ian la! 

Le Choeur. 

Tire Ian la! 

(Bruit de gobetetO 

Luther. 

Voilk, messieurs, voila. » 
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THE TALES OF HOFFMANN 



WUhdm. 

His wife is a daughter of Eve, 

Tire Ian laire, 
And on the morrow we will steal her, 

Tire Ian la. 

Chorus. 

Tire Ian la I 

Luther. 

Here, gentlemen, here* 

Chorus. 

Drig, drig, drig, master Luther, etc., etc. 

(The rtudents mi themfelvN, drinking and smoking, on aft lides ) 



Nathanad. 

Praise God, my friends, for the lovely being! 

As in a masterpiece of Mozart 
She lends the charm of a true and pleasing 
voice! 
It is the gift of nature 
And the triumph of art I 
My first toast shall be to her; 
I drink to Stella! 

Att. 

We drink to Stella! 

Nathanad. 

How is it Hoffmann is not here? 

Ah, Luther, you portly tun, 

What have you done with our Hoffmann? 

Hermann. 

Your wine it is that's poisoned him, 
YouVe killed him, by my faith! 
Give us our Hoffmann! 

Att. 

Give us Hoffmann. 

Undorf 

(uide). 

To the devil with Hoffmann! 

Nathanad. 

By Heaven! Bring him to us, 
Or your last day has dawned. 



WUhdm. 

Sa femme est fille d'Eve; 

Tire Ian laire; 
C'est demain qu'on i'enleve; 

Tire Ian lal 

Le Choeur. 

Tire Ian la! 

Luther.. 

Voila, messieurs, voila! 

Le Choeur. 

Drig! drig' drig! maltre Luther, etc., etc 

(Let ftudi&nu s'&voieot, boivent et foment dans tout les cainm) 

Nathanad. 

Vive Dieu! mes amis, la belle creature! 

Comme au chef-d'oeuvre de Mozart 
Elle prtte l'accent d'une voix ferme et sfirel 

C'est la grace de la nature, 

Et c'est le triomphe de l'artt 
Que mon premier toast soit pour elle! 

Je bois a la Stella! 

Tous. 

Vivat! a la Stella! 

Nathanad. 

Comment Hoffmann n'est-il pas la? 
Eh! Luther!... ma grosse tonne! 
Qu'as-tu fait de notre Hoffmann ? 

Hermann. 

C'est ton vin qui I'empoisonne! 
Tu l'as tue\ foi d'Hermann! 
Rends-nous Hoffmann! 

Tous. 

Rends-nous Hoffmann! 

Lindorf 

Au diable Hoffmann! 

Nathanad. 

Morbleu! qu'on nous l'apporte, 
Ou ton dernier jour a fui! 



LES CONTES D'HOFFMANN 



CM*). 



Luther. 

Gentlemen, he is at the door, 
And Nicklausse is with him. 



Hurrah, tis he. 
Lindarf 

Let's watch him. 
Hoffmann 

(entering with •olemn 

Good day, friends. 

Nicklausse. 
Good-day. 

Hoffmann. 

A chair, a glass, 
A pipe,.. 



Nicklausse 

(mocking). 

Pardon, my lord, no offence intended, 
But I drink, smoke and sit like you... place 
for two! 



(Hoffmann and Nicelausu eaat t nem e h n a ; Homam holds 
head in 1 ' 



Chorus, 

He's right... place for both of them. 

Us 

Nicklausse 

Notte a giorno mal dormire... 
Hoffmann 

(bnuquely). 

Shut up, devil take youl 



{(PUD. 



Nicklausse 

Yes, master. 
Hermann 

(to HomcAmf). 
Oh, oh, why are you in such bad temper? 

Nathanad 

(to Hoffmann). 

Indeed, one scarcely knows you. 



<*p«t>. 



Luther. 

Messieurs, il ouvre la porte, 
Et Nicklausse est avec luil 

Tous. 

Vivatl c'est luil 

Under} 

Veillons sur luL 

Hoffmann 

(entrant d'un air aoarixe). 

Bonjour, amisl 

Nicklausse. 
Bonjourt 

Hoffmann. 

Un tabouret! un verre! 
Une pipeL. 

Nicklausse 

(ralUav). 

Pardon, seigneurL.sans vous dlplaire, 
Je bois, fume et m'assieds comme tousl— 
part a deux! 

Le Choeur. 

C'est juste!...PIace a tous les deuxl 

(Hoffmann at NtCKLAom a'ai 



Nicklausse 

(fredonnant). 

Notte a giorno mal dormire~ 
Hoffmann 

(brnaqoMBaat). 

Tais-toi, par le diablei... 
Nicklausse 

(tranquillemcnt). 

Oui, mon mattre. 
Hermann 

(i Hoffmann). 

Oh! oht d'otL vient cet air fitchtf 
Nathanad 

(* Hoffmann). 

C'est a ne pas te reconnaltre. 
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What thorny path have you trodden ? 

Hoffmann. 

Alas! I've come by a withered flower 
Frozen by the northern wind. 

Nicklausu. 

And yonder, near this door, 
Stumbled over a sleeping drunkard. 

Hoffmann. 

Tis true... that rascal, by Jove, I envy him! 
Let's drink, and like him, let's sleep in the 
gutter. 

Hermann, 

Without pillow? 

Hoffmann. 

The stones! 
Naihanad. 

Without curtains? 

Hoffmann. 
The sky! 

Naihanad. 

With no covering? 

Hoffmann. 
The raikil 

Hermann, 

Have you a nightmare, Hoffmann? 

Hoffmann. 

No, but this evening 
Just now at the theatre ... 

All. 

Well? 

Hoffmann. 

I hoped to see once more... 
The deuce... why reopen old wounds? 
Life is short...We must enjoy it by the way. 
We must drink, sing, laugh, as we may, 
What though we weep to-morrow! 



Hermann. 

Sur quelle herbe as-tu done maicM? 

Hoffmann. 

Hdas! sur une herbe morte 
Au souffle glad du nordL- 

Nicklausse. 

Et I&, prfes de cette porte, 
Sur un ivrogne qui dortl 

Hoffmann. 

C'est vraiL.Ce coquin-Ul, pardieu! m'a felt 

en vie! 
A boireL.et, comme lui, couchons dans k 

ruisseau. 

Hermann. 

Sans oreilkr? 

Hoffmann. 

La pierre! m 

Naihanad. 

Et sans rideau? 

Hoffmann. 
Le del! 

Naihanad. 

Sans couvre-pied? 

Hoffmann. 
La pluie! 

Hermann. 

As-tu le cauchemar, Hoffmann? 

Hoffmann. 

Non, mais ce soir, 

Tout k l'heure, au th&tie... 

Tous. 

Ehbien? 

Hoffmann. 

J'ai cm revoir... 

Baste \...k quoi bon rouvrir une vieille blessure? 
La vie est courteL.Il faut I'lgayer en chemin. 
II faut boire, chanter et lire k l'a venture, 
Sauf k pleurer demain 



L£S CONTES D'HOFFMANN 



Jfaihanad. 

Then sing the first without need far asking, 
We 11 supply the chorus.* 

Hoffmann. 
So be it! 

Naihanael. 

Something py. 

Hormann. 

The song of the Rati 

Ntthanael. 

Not in truth I'm tired of it. 
What we want is the legend 
Of Klein-Zach... 

AB. 

Give us the legend of Klein-Zach. 

Hoffmann. 

Here goes for Klein-Zach!... 
Once at the court of Eysenach 
Lived a little dwarf called Klein-Zach; 
He wore a big bearskin cap, 
And his legs they went die, clad 

Clic, clad 
There's Klein-Zach! 

Chorus. 

Clic, clac! 
There's Klein-Zach! 

Hoffmann. 

He had a hump instead of a stomach, 
His webbed feet seemed to burst from a sack, 
His nose with bad tobacco was black, 
And his head it went crick, crack, 

Crick, crack I 
There's Klein-Zach' 

Chorus. 

Crick, crack 1 
There's Klein-Zach! 



sans qu'on te le 



Chante done le premier, 

demande; 
Nous ferons chorus. 

Hoffmann. 
Soit! 

Nathanad. 

Quelque chose de gul 

Hermann. 

La chanson du Rat! 



Nathanad. 

Non! moi, fen suis fatigue*. 

Ce qu'il nous faut, e'est la llgende 

De Klein-Zach?... 

Tous. 

C'est la iegende de Klein-Zach! 

Hoffmann. 

Va pour Klein-Zach! 

II &ait une fois a la cour d'Eysenach 

Un petit avorton qui se nommait Klein-Zach! 

II £tait coifte d'un colbac, 

Et ses jambes faisaient clic, clac! 

Clic, clac! 
Voila Klein-Zach! 

LeChoeur. 

Clic, dad... 
Voila Klein-Zachl 

Hoffmann. 

II avait une bosse en guise d'estomac; 
Ses pieds ramifies semblaient sortir d'un sac. 
Son nez tout noir de tabac, 
Et sa tfete faisait eric, crac, 

Cric, crac, 
Voila Klein-Zach. 

Le Choeur. 
Cric, crac, 
Voila Klein-Zachl 
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Hoffmann. 

Now, for his features... 

(He heceanes absorbed.) 

Chorus. • 

Now, for his features ?... 

Hoffmann 

(very slowly). 

Now, for his features... 

(He rises.) 

Ah, but her face was lovely I I see her 
Lovely as on that day when, following after 

her, 
I foolishly left my fatherVhouse 
And fled away thro' valleys and forests. 
The dusky curtains of her hair 
Cast warm shadows upon her creamy throat, 
Her eyes of deepest azure 
Threw radiant glances, pure and serene; 
And as our car without shock or tremor 
Carried onward our hearts and our loves, 
Her vibrant voice sang to the listening skied 
A victorious chant whose eternal echo 
Resounds in my heart 1 



Nothanad. 

O most fantastic brain t 
Whose portrait art thou painting? Klein- 
Zach? 



Hoffmann. 

I speak of her.. 



(touching bis shoulder). 



Nothanad 

Whom? 

Hoffmann. 

Nol Nobody !... nothing, my spirit is troubled. 
Nothing!... And Klein-Zach is better, de- 
formed though he be! 

Chorus. 

Flick, flack, 
There's Klein-Zach. 



Hoffmann. 

Quant aux trait; de sa figure... 

(D semble s'absorber pen a pru dans son ntvO 

LsChoeur. 

Quant aux traits de sa figure?... 

Hoffmann 

(ties lentement). 

Quant aux traits de sa figure... 

(U se Ito.) 

Ah! sa figure tStait charmanteL.Je la vois, 
Belle comme le jour oil, courant aprfes elle, 
Je quittai comme un fou la maison paternelle 
Et m'enfuis k travers les vaUons et les boisl 
Ses cheveux en torsades sombres 
Sur son col fl^gant jetaient kurs chaudes 

ombres. 
Ses yeux, enveloppds d'azur, 
Promenaient autour d'elle un regard frais et 

pur; 
Et, comme note char emportait sans secoust* 
Nos coeurs et nos amours, sa voix vibrante et 

douce 
Aux cieux qui l'&outaient jetait ce chant 

vainqueur 
Dont l'&ernel eScho r&onne dans mon coeur! 

Nothanad. 

O bizarre cervelle! 

Qui diable peins-tu l&l Klein-Zach?... 

Hoffmann. 

Je parle d'elle. 



Oui touchant l*epaule> 



Nathanad 

Qui? 

Hoffmann 

(sortant de son reve). 

Non! personne!...rien! mon esprit se troublaitl 
Rien!...Et Klein-Zach vaut mieux, tout 
difforme qu'il est I... 

Le Choeur. 
Flic, flac! 
Voifc Klein-Zach! 



LES CONTES D'HOFFMANN 
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Hoffmann 


Hoffmann 


(throwing swiy Us glut). 


(jeuat soa *env). 


Penh!... this beer is detestable, . 


PeuhL.cette biere est detestable! 


Let's light up the punch and drink; 


Allusions le punch! grisons-nous! 


And may the light-headed 


Et que les plus fous 


Roll under the table. 


Roulent sous la table. 


Chorus. 


Le Choeur. 


And may the light-headed 


Et que les plus fous 


Roll under the table. 


Roulent sous la tablet 


(The lights go out and Luraxm sets fire to an hwnensn bowl o* 


(Ob eteint les lumieres. Lather sJhsae as fa 


pmcb ) 


pooch.) 


Luther is a brave man, 


Luther est un brave homme, 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian la. 


Tire Ian la, 


On the morrow we will brain him, 


C'est demain qu'on 1'aasomme, 


Tire Ian laire. 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian la. 


Tire Ian la, 


His cellar is a goodly spot, 


Sa cave est d'un bon drille, 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian laire 


Tire Ian la. 


Tire Ian la, 


We'll pillage it on the morrow, 


C'est demain qu'on la pille, 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian laire, 


Tire Ian la. 


Tire Ian la. 



NickJausse. 

In good season, at least. How we vaunt 
Our reason and good sense! 
A curse on all faint hearts! 



Nathanad. 

A wager that Hoffmann's in love! 

Hoffmann. 

What of it? 

Nathanad. 

You need not blush, I fancy. 

Our friend Wilhelm here 

Burns for Leonore and finds her divine. 

Hermann loves Gretchen; and I am near 

ru'ned 
For Fausta. 

Hoffmann 

(tO WlLHEUf). 

Yes, Leonore, thy virtuoso! 



bol * 



Nicklausse. 

A la bonne heure, au moins! voilfc, que Yam 

se pique 
De raison et de sens pratique! 
Peste soit des coeurs langoureuxl 

Nathanad. 

Gageons qu'Hoffmann est amoureux! 

Hoffmann. 
Apres?... 

Nathanad. 

II ne faut pas en rougir, j'imagine. 
Notre ami Wilhelm que voilk 
Br Ale pour Leonor et la trouve divine; 
Hermann aime Gretchen; et moi, je me mine 
Pour la Fausta! 



Hoffmann 

(* Wilhelm). 

Qui, Leonor, ta virtuose!... 
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(to Hhkann). 
Yes, Gretchen, thy inert doll, with heart of ice. 

(to Nathanael). 

And thy Fausta, poor madman, 
The courtezan with brazen mien! 

Nathanael. 

Morose being, 

Many thanks for Fausta, Gretchen and 
LeonoreL. 

Hoffmann. 

Pish. They are like all the others! 

Nathanael. 

Then is your mistress such a treasure 
That you can despise all of ours? 



(ufck). 



Hojfmann 

My mistress? 

(aloud). 

No, no, say rather three mistresses, 
A trio of enchantresses 
Who divide my days among them. 
Would you like the story of my foolish 
loves?... 

Chorus. 

Yes, yesl 

Nicklausse. 

What's that you say about three mistresses? 

Hoffmann. 
Smoke I 

Before this dead pipe is relighted 
Thou wilt understand me, 
O thou, who in the drama where my heart was 

consumed, 
By good judgment secured the prize I 

(All the students r> to their places.) 

Chorus. 

Attention! It is nice to drink, 
And listen to a foolish tale, 
While following the fragrant cloud 
That a pipe throws in the air. 



(a Hewann). 

Oui, Gretchen, ta poupde inerte, au coeoi 
glad! 

(a Nathanael). 

Et ta Fausta, pauvre insenslt... 
La courtisane au front d'airaint 

Nathanael. 

Esprit morose, 

Grand merd pour Fausta, Gretchen el 
LfenorL. 

Hoffnutnn. 

Baste! autant celles-li que d'autresl 

Nathanael. 

Ta mattresse est done un trfeor 
Que tu mlprises tant les nfttres? 



Hoffmann 

Ma mattresse? 



(•part). 



(haul). 



Non pas! dites mieux, trois mattresses, 
Trois charmant d'enchanteresses 
Qui se partagferent mes jours! 
Voulez-vous le r&it de ces folles amours ?~ 



Le Choeur. 
Oui, oui! 

Nicklausse. 

Que paries-tu de trois Buttresses? 

Hoffmann. 
Fume!... 
* Avant que cette pipe Iteinte se rallume 
Tu m'auras sans doute compris, 
O toi qui dans ce drame od mon coeur 

consume 
Du bon sens emportas le prix! 

(Tous tea etodiaats tout reprendn lean placetj 

Le Choeur. 

Ecoutonsl fl est douz de boire 
Au r€cit d'une folle histoire, 
En suivant le nuage clair 
Que la pipe jette dans Pair! 
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Hoffmann 

(fitting on a- comer of table). 

I begin. 

Chorus. 

Silence 

Hoffmann. 

The name of the first was Olympia... 

(The curtain (alia while Hoffmann is speaking to the attentive 
■ro d enti .) 



ACT II. 

(A physician's room, richly furnished.) 

Hoffmann 

(alone). 

Cornel Courage and confidence; 

I've become a well of science! 

I must turn with the wind that blows. 

To deserve the one I love 

I must find in myself 

The stuff of a learned man. 

She is there!... if I dared! 

(Be softly lifts the portiere.) 

Tisshe! 

She sleeps... how beautiful she is! 

Ah! to dwell together!... both with the same 

hope, 
The same remembrance! 
To share our sorrows and our joys, 
To share the future! 
Ah, let my flame 
Bring warmth into your day; 
Open your soul 
To the rays of love. 
Altar divine! Sun whose ardor 
Penetrates and caresses us! 
Ineffable desire where one feels 
One's whole being melt in a single kiss! 
Ah, let my flame, etc. 



(NiCKLAUSSK appears.) 



Hoffmann 

(s'asteyant sur le coin d'une table). 

Je commence. 

LeChoeur. 
Silence! 

Hoffmann. 

Le nom de la premiere t5tait Olympia! 

(Le rideau tombe, pendant qu'HorrnANN parte a tons lea 
attentifs.) 



ACTE DEUXIEME 

(Un riche cabinet de physician.) 

Hoffmann 

(aeul). 

Allons! Courage et con fiance 
Je deviens un puits de science! 
II faut tourner selon le vent. 
Pour meriter celle que j'aime, 
Je saurai trouver en moi-m£me 
L'&offe d'un savant, 
Elle est fc! Si j'osaisL. 

(II sonleie la portiere.) 

C'est elle! 

Elle sommeille! Qu'elle est belle! 

Ah! vivre deux! N'avoir qu'une m6me 

espeiance 
Un m£me souvenir! 

Partager le bonheur, partager la souffrance, 
Partager l'avenir! 
Laisse, laisse ma flanune 
Verser err toi le jour! 
Laisse eclore ton ame 
Aux rayons de l'amour! 
Foyer diviul Soleil dont l'ardeur nous penkre 
Et nous vient embraser! 
Ineffable desir oft Ton sent tout son 6tre 
Se fondre en un baiser. 
Laisse, laisse ma flanune 
Verser en toi le jour! 
Laisse &lore ton ame 
Aux rayons de l'amour! 

(Nkelausm parafc.) 
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Nieklausse. 

By Jove, I felt sure of finding you here. 

Hoffmann 



Chut! 



Octtiaf porta 



Why? There breathes the dove 
Who's now your amorous care, 
The beautiful Olympia. Go, my son, 
admire! 

Hoffmann* 

Yes, I adore her! 

Nieklausse. 

And hope to know her better. 

Hoffmann* 

The being one loves is easy to know. 

Nieklausse. 

How? by a look?... through a itfndow? 

Hoffmann. 

A look may suffice to embrace the heavens. 

Nieklausse. 

What ardorL. Does she at least know that 
you love her? 

Hoffmann. 
No. 

Nieklausse. 
Write her. 

Hoffmann. 
I dare not 

Nieklausse. 

Poor lambt Speak to her. 

Hoffmann. 

The dangers are as great. 

Nieklausse. 

Theq sing your way out of your predicament. 



Nieklausse. 

Pardieu! j'&ais bien sAr de te trouver kit 

Hoffmann 



Chut! 



Qiliit wto»hf U 



Nieklausse. 

Pourquoi?... e'est Ik que respire 
La ootombe qui fait ton amoureuz soud. 
La belle Olympian Va, mon enfant! adminf 

Hoffmann. 

Oui,jePadoret 

Nieklausse. 

Attends i la connaltre mieux. 

Hoffmann. 

L'&me qu'on aime est aisfe a connaltre I 

Nieklausse. 

Quoi? d'un regard ?...par la fen&re? 

Hoffmann. 

II suffit d'un regard pour embraser les detnl 

Nieklausse. 

Qu'elle chaleurl A. moins sait-elle que to 
l'aimes? 

Hoffmann. 
Non! 

Nieklausse. 
Ecrb-lui! 

Hoffmann. 

Je n'ose pas. 

Nieklausse. 

Pauvre agneaul Parle-lui. 

Hoffmann. 

Les dangers sont les m£mes» 

Nieklausse. 

Alors, chante, morbleu I pour sortir d'un tel 
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ffoffmann. 

Monsieur Spaianzani doesn't like music 

NicUausse 

( laughing) 

Yes, I know, all for science I 

A doll with china eyes 

Flirted her little fan 

At a brazen cock who stood near by. 

They sang in unison 

In a wonderful way, 

Danced, talked, and seemed alive. 

Hoffmann. 

But why do you sing this song? 

NicUausse. 

The little cock, trim and shining, 
With a very saucy air 
Turned about thrice; 
By mechanism ingenious 
The doll rolled her eyes, 
Sighed, and said: "I love you I" 

Chorus of the Invited Guests. 
No, no host, really, 
Receives more richly; 
His house is radiant with good taste, 
With effects delicately blended. 

Spaianzani. 

You will be satisfied, gentlemen, iu a moment. 

(He makes a sign to Cochf.nu.le to follow him, and exits with him.) 

NicUausse 

(to Hoffmann). 

At last we shall* have a nearer view of this 

marvel 
Without equal! 

Hoffmann. 

Silence 1 here she is! 

(Eater S»alamxami cwidnctiag Olwfu.) 

Spaianzani. 

Ladies and gentlemen, 

I present to you 

My daughter Olympia. 



Hoffmann. 

Monsieur Spaianzani n'aime pas la muitque. 

NicUausse 

(riant). 

Oui, je sais, tout pour la physique! 

Une poup6e aux yeux d'&nail 

Jouait au mieux de l'lventail 

Auprfes d'un petit coq en cuivre; 

Toub deux chantaient a Punison 

D'une merveilleuse fa^on, 

Dansaient, caquetaient, semblaient vivre. 



Hoffmann. 
Plalt-il? 



Pourquoi cette chanson? 



NicUausse. 

Le petit coq, luisant et vif, 
Avec un air rlbarbatif, 
Tournait par trois sur lui-m£me; 
Far un rouage ing6nieux, 
La poup6e, en roulant les yeux 
Soupirait et disait: " Je t'aimei" 

Le Choeur des Invites. 

Non, aucun hdte, vraiment, 
Ne re$oit plus richement! 
Par le goAt, sa maison brille! 
Tout s'y trouve rluni. 

Spaianzani. 

Vous serez satisfaits, messieurs. 

(II fait signe a Cochenille de le suivre et sort avec lul par la droite.) 

NicUausse 

(a Hoffmann). 

Enfin, nous allons voir de prfes cette merveille 
Sans pareiile! 

Hoffmann. 

Silence 1 la voici. 

(Entree de Sfalanzani conduisant Olympia*) 

Spaianzani. 

Mesdames et messieurs, je vous pr&entt 
Ma fille Olympia 
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TJu Chorus. 

Charming! 
What beautiful eyes! 
And a shapely figure! 
See her fine apparel! 
There is nothing lacking; 
She is indeed ravishing. 

aojfmann. 

Ah, how adorable she is! 

Nicklausse. 

Charming, incomparable! 

Sfalanzani 

(to Olympia). 

What a success is thine! 
Nicklausse 

(taking her alia). 

Really, she is ravishing. 

Tlu Chorus. 

What beautiful eyes! 
And a shapely figure! 
See her fine apparel! 
There is nothing lacking; 
She is indeed ravishing. 

Spalanzani. 

Ladies and gentlemen, Inspired by your 

applause, 
And above all anxious to shine anew, 
My daughter, obedient to your least caprice, 
Will, if you please... 



Nicklausse 


Nicklausse 


(aride). 


(•P*rt) • 


Pass to other exercises. 


Passer a d'autres exercicea. 


Sfalamani. 


Spalanxani. 


Will sing a grand air, accompanying the voice* 


Vous chanter un grand air, 


Rare talent 1 


voix, 


On the clavichord, the guitar, 


Talent rare! 


Or the harp, at your choice! 


Le clavecin, la guitare, 




Ou la harpe, a votre choix! 


C$ch$*fflt 


Cochenille 


(atatomr). 


(auiooddntntffcn). 


The harp! 


La harpe! 



LeChoeur. 

Charmante! 

Elk a de tres beaux yeuxl 
Sa taille est fort bien prisel 
Voyez comme elle est mise' 
II ne lui manque rienl 
Elle est tres bien! 

Hoffitt&tiH. 

Ah qu'elle est adorable! 

Nicklausse. 

Charmante, incomparable! 

Spalatuani 

(•OiympU). 

Quel succfcs est le tien. 
Nicklausse 

(en la lauoutt). 

Vraiment elle est tres bien* 

Le Choeur. 

Elle a de beaux yeux, 
Sa taille est fort bien prise; 
Voyez comme elle est misel 
II ne lui manque rien. 
Vraiment, elle est tres bien. 

Spalansani. 

Mesdames et messieurs, fiere de vos brovoa, 

Et surtout-impatiente 

D'en conquerir de nouveaux, 

Ma fille, obelssant a vos moindres < 

Va, s'il vous plait... 



en wtaat de b 



LES CONTES 


iyHOFFMANN 


Bass Voux 


Une Voix de Basse 


The harp! 


(dan* lactate* 
La harpet 


Spalansani. 


Spalansani. 


'Tiswell. CocheniUe. 


Fort bien. CocheniUe! 


Go quickly and bring my daughter's harp I 


Va vite nous chercher la harpe de 


(Cochzmlu emits*) 


(GOCBEMILLE tart.) 


Hoffmann 

(wide). 


Hoffmann 

a put). 


I shall hear her... oh, joy! 


Je vais I'entendre... 6 joiel 


Nicklausse 


Nicklausse 


(uMe>. 


a put). 


Oh, foolish infatuation! 


O folle passion! 


Spalansani 

(to Oltmvu). 


Spalansani 

(a OLTMru). 


Calm your emotions, my child ( 


Mattrise ton Amotion, mon enfuit! 


Olympia. 


Olympia. 


Yes, 


Oui. 


CocheniUe 


CocheniUe 


(farinfinftfefaarp)- 

There! 


(avtc la harpe). 

Voila! 


Spalansani 

(eitting beside Olym*1aX 


Spalansani 

(a'aieeyant aupres d' Olyvpia). 


Gentlemen, attention! 


Messieurs, attention! 


CocheniUe. 


CocheniUe. 


Attention! 


Attention! 


The Chorus. 


Le Choeur. 


Attention!. 


Attention! 


Olympia 

(accompanied by Spalawxaki). 


Olympia 

(aocompagnee par SpalanzantV 


The birds in the shrubbery, 


Les oiseaux dans la charmille, 


The sun in the sky, 


Dans les cieux l'astre du jour, 


All speak to a maiden 


Tout parle a la jeune fiUe 


Of love, of love! 


D'amour, d'amour. 


There! 


Voila! 


The pretty song, 


La chanson gentille 


There! 


Voila! 


The song of Olympia, 


La chanson d'Olympla, 


Ha! 


Ha! 


The Chorus. 


Le Choeur. 


Tis the song of Olympia 1 


C'est la chanson d'Olymplai 
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Otympia, 

All that sinjs and sounds, 
Or sighs in its turn, 
Feels its heart to tremble 

With love. 

There 1 
The little song, 

There, there! 
The song of Olympia. 

Ha! 

Chorus. 

'Tis the song of Olympia. 

Hoffmann 

(to Nkxlaossi). 

Ah, my friend, what an accent 1 

Nicklausse. 

What runs!... 

(Cochemlls has taken the harp and all 
■errant speaks to SpalanxaniJ 



Olthtia. A 



Spalansani. 

Come, gentlemen! your arm to the ladies... 
Supper awaits you! 

The Chorus. 

Supper! That's good... 

Spalansani. 

Unless you would prefer 
To dance first L. 

The Chorus 

(with energy). 

No! no! the supper is the thing! 
After we'll dance. 

Spalansani. 

As you pleasel 

Hoffmann 

(approaching Ommha). 

Might I venture?... 
Spalansani 

(interrupting). 

She b a bit tired; 
Wait for the balL 

(Be teaches Ounnu* shonMsr J 



Olympia. 

Tout ce qui chante et r&onxie 

Et soupire tour h tour, 

Emeut son coeur qui frissonne . 

D'amour. 

Voili! 
La chanson mignonne, 

Voilk, voilM 
La chanson d'Olympia. 

Hal 

Le Choeur. 

C'est la chanson d'Olympia. 

Hoffmann 

(k NlCXLADSSZ). 

Ah! mon ami, quel accent! 

Nicklausse. 

Quelles gammesL.. 

(Tout le monde s'empreaie aotonr cVOunou. Vu 
ctaese I Stalanzami.) 

Spalansani. 

Allons, messieurs! la main aux 
Le souper nou$attendl 

Le Choeur. 

Le souper! bon cela... 

Spalansani. 

A moins qu'on ne pre"fere 
Danser d'abordL. 

Le Choeur 

(avec energie). 

Non, non, le souper! bonne affaire 1 
Ensuite on dansera. 

Spalansani. 

Comme il vous plaira! 

Hoffmann 

Oserai-je? 
Spalansani 

(intervenant). 

EUe est un peu lasse; attendee le baL 

OD touche l'epaule eVOLWftO 



(s'approchant tfOunmA^ 
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Olympia. 
Yes. 

Spalanzani. 

You sec. Until then 
Will you do me the favor 
To remain with my Olympia? 



Hoffmann. 








Hoffmann. 


What happiness! 








bonheur! 


Spalanzani 

(wide, laughing). 

We '11 see what sort of a song 


he'll 


sing 


to her. 


Spalanzani 

(a part, riant). 

Nous verrons ce qu'il lui chantera. 


Ntcklausse 

(tO SfALAMZAMI). 

Won't she take supper? 








Nicklausse 

(a Spalanzani ). 

EHe ne soupe pas? 


Spalanzani. 








Spalanzani. 


No! 








Non! 


Ntcklausse 

(aiide). 

Poetic soul! 








Nicklausse 

(* part). 

Ame potStique! 



(Spalanzani goes behind Olymfu. Noiae oi a ipring b heard. 
Nickiaussc turns around.) 

What did you say? 

Spalanzani. 

Nothing, science! ah, monsieur, science! 

(He conducts Olymfu to a chair. Goes out with guests.) 

Cochenille. 

The supper awaits you. 

The Chorus. 

Supper, supper, supper awaits us! 
No, really, no host 
Receives more richly! 

(They go out.) 

Hoffmann. 

At last they are gone. I breathe freely! 
Alone, alone, we two! 

(approaching Olymfu.) 

I have so much to say to you, 
O my Olympia! Let me admire you! 
Let me feast my eyes upon your lovely coun- 
tenance. 

(He touches her shoulder.) 



Olympia. 
Oui. 

Spalanzani. 

Vous voyez, jusque-Ut 

Voulez-vous me faire la gr&ce 

De tenir compagnie a mon Olympia? 



(Spalanzani passe derriere Olympia. On entend le bruit d"Mu 



Plait-ii? 

Spalanzani. 

Rien! la physique! ah, monsieur, la physique I 

(II conduit Olymfu a un lauteuil et sort avec les invites.) 

Cochenille. 

Le souper vous attend. 

LeChoeur 

(avec enthousiasnie). 

Le souper, le souper, le souper nous attend! 
Non, aucun h6te vraiment, 
Ne regoit plus richement! 

Hoffmann. 

lis se soot lloign& enfin! Ah! je respire! 
Seuls, seuls, tous deux! 

(S'approchant d Olymfu ) 

Que j'ai de choses k te dire, 

O mon Olympia! Laisse-moi t 'admirer! 

De ton regard charmant laisse-moi m'enivrer. 

(11 louche legerement I'epauk d 'Olympia.) 
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(Hympia. 
Yes. 

Hoffmann. 

Is it not a dream bora of fever? 

I thought I heard a sigh escape your lips! 

(He again touches her shoulder.) 

(Hympia. 
Yes. 

Hoffmann. 

Sweet avowal, pledge of our love, 

You are mine, our hearts forever 

united. 
Ah I do you comprehend this eternal joy 
Of silept hearts? 
Living, to be one in soul, and with a single 



are 



To soar to heaven! 

Ah, let my flame 

Bring warmth into your day! 

Open your soul 

To the rays of love! 

(Be presses Olympian hand. She rises and walks up and down, 
*V» exits.) 

You flee from me? What have I done? 

You do not answer.... 

Speak! Have I wounded you? Ah! 

I'll follow your steps! 

(As Hoffman* is about to rash out Nicklausse appears.) 

Nkklausse. 

Ah, by heaven, moderate your zeal! 
Do you want us to drink without you ?... 

Hoffmann 

(half crazy). 

Nicklausse, I am beloved by her. 
Loved I... Ye gods! 

Nicklausse. 

By my faith! 

If you knew what ttoey are saying of your fair 
one! 

Hoffmann. 

What can they say ? What ? 



Olympia. 
Oui. 

Hoffmann. 

N'est-ce pas un rtve enfantl par la fifevre? 
J'ai cm voir un soupir s'fchapper de ta Vbwml 

(D touch* de nouvcaa I'epsuls d'OLYKtiA.) 

Olympia. 
Oui. 

Hoffmann. 

Doux aveu, gage de nos amours, 

Tu m'appartiens, nos coeurs sont unis pour 

tou jours! 
Ah comprends-tu, dis-moi, cette joie IterneDe 
Des coeurs silencieux? 
Vivants, n'6tre qu'une Ame, et du m&me coup 

d'aile 
Nous dancer aux cieux! 
Laisse, laisse ma flamme 
Verser en toi le jour! 
Laisse &lore ton &me 
Aux rayons de 1'amour! 

(H presse la main d 'Olympia. Celle-d se leve. percoort la scene el 
sort.) 

Tu me fuis ? qu'ai je fait ? Tu ne me r£pondf 

pas.... 
Parle! t'ai-je irrit&? ah! je suivrai tes pasf 

(Hoffmann s'elance, Nicklausse parafe.) 

Nicklausse, 

Eh! morbleu, modfere ton zfelet 
Veux-tu qu'on se grise sans toi ?... 

Hoffmann 

(avec mease). 

Nicklausse! Je suis aimtf d'elleY 
AimlL.Dieu puissant ! 

Nicklausse. 

Par ma foi! 

Si tu savais ce qu'on dit de ta belief 



Hoffmann, 

Qu'en peut-on dire ? Quoi? 
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Nicklausse. 

That she is dead 

Hoffmann. 

Great Heavens! 

Nicklausse. 

Or never was alive. 

Hoffmann. 

Nickkussel I am beloved by her! 
Loved! Ye gods! 

(H# cat* followed by NicaxAunw.) 

CoppUius 

(entering! furious). 

Thief! brigand! what a crash! 
Elias is bankrupt! 
But I shall find the right occasion 
To revenge myself... Robbed!... Me! I'll kill 
somebody. 

(CoprxLiut dipt into OltmfiaI room.) 
(Everybody enters J 

Spalansam. 

Here come the dancers. 

Cochenille. 

Now comes the round dance. 

Hoffmann. 

Tis the waltz that calk us. 

Spalanzani 

(to Olympia). 

Take the hand of the gentleman, my child. 

(Touching her shoulder) 

Come! 

Olympia. 
Yes. 

(HonwArar takes Olympia and they waits. They disappear on 

Chorus. 

She dances! 
' In cadence! 
'Tis marvelous! 
Prodigious! 
Room, room, 
For she flashes 
Through the air 
Like lightning. 



Nicklausse. 

Qu'elle est morte. 

Hoffmann. 
Juste del! 

Nicklausse. 

Ou ne fut pas en vie. 

Hoffmann. 

Nicklausse! je suis aimtS d'eOet 
Aiml! Dieu puissant! 

(Dsort. Nbcklausb le suit.) 

CoppAius 

(entrant! furieux). 

Voleur! brigand! quelle deroute! 
Elias a fait banquercute! 
Va, je saurai trouver le moment opportun 
Pour me venger... Vote! moil... Je tuerai quel- 
qu'un. 

(Comcuut se jdisse dans k chambra d*OLYMPiA.) 
(Eotre tout-le-Monde.) 

Spalanzani. 

Void les valseurs. 

Cochenille. 

Void la ritoumelle. 

Hoffmann. 

C'est la valse qui nous appelle. 

Spalanzani 

(a Olympia). 

Prends la main de monsieur, mon enfant. 

,Xui toochant l'epanle.) 

Allons! 

Olympia. 
Oui. 

(Hoffmann enlace lataflkd'OLYMPiAet us dbpataissent a gaacatt 

Le Choeur. 
EUe dansef 
En cadence! 
C'est merveilleuil 
Prodi gieux! 
Place, place! 
Elle passe, 
EUe fend Pair 
Comme un eclair. 
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The Voice of Hoffmann 

(outride). 

Olympia! 

Spalanzani. 
Stop them! 

The Chorus. 

Who of us will do it? 

Nicklausse. 

She will break his head... 

(Hoffmann and Olympia reappear. Nicsxausss 
them.) 

A thousand devils!... 

(He is violently struck and falls in an armchair.) 

The Chorus. 
PatatraL. 



to stop 



m). 



Spalanzani 
Halt! 

(He touches Olympia on the shoulder. She stops suddenly. Hoff- 
mann, exhausted, falls on a sofa.) 



There! 


Voilil 


(To Olympia.) 


(a Olympia.) 


Enough, enough, my child. 


Assez, assez, ma fille. 


Olympia. 


Olympia. 


Yes. 


Oui. 


Spalanzani. 


Spalanzani. 


No more waltzing. 


II ne faut plus valser. 


Olympia. 


Olympia. 


Yes. 


Oui. 


Spalanzani 

(tO COCHENILUC). 


Spalanzani* 

(a Cochenille), 


You, Cochenille, 


Toi, Cochenille, 


Take her back. 


Reconduis-la. 


(He touches Olympian 


(n touche Olympian 


Cochenille 

(pushing Olympia). 

Goon! Go! 


Cochenille 

(poussant Olympia). 

Va done. Va! 


Olympia. 


Olympia. 


Yes. 


Oui. 


(Going out slowly, pushed by Cochkniliji^ 


(En sortant. pousse* par Cochenille^ 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 



La Voix tf Hoffmann 

(dans la 

Olympia! 

Spalanzani. 

Qu'on les arr&e! 

Le Choeur. 

Qui de nous les arr&era? 

Nicklausse. 

Elle va lui casser la t&e!... 

(Hoffmann et Olympia reparaissent et ledescendent^ 
(Nicelausse s'elance pour les arrtter.) 

Eh, mille diables!... 

(11 est viotemment bouscule' et tombe sur un fauteuil J 

Le Choeur. 
Patatra! 



(sV 



Spalanzani 
Halte M 

(II touche Olympia a l'epaule. Elle s'arreie subitement. 
manm ftourdi tombe sur un canape'.) 
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The Chorus. 

What can we possibly say ? 
Tis an exquisite girl, 
There is nothing lacking; 
She fc indeed ravishing. 

Nicklausse 

(in dolorous voice, pointing to Hoffman*). 

Is he dead? 
Spalansani 

(examining Hoffmamm). 

No! in fact 

His eyeglass only is smashed. 

He is reviving. 

The Chorus. 

Poor young man! 

CocheniUe 
Ah! 



(outside). 
(He enter* very agitated.) 



Spalansani. 
What? 

CocheniUe. 

The man with the glasses... there I 

Spalansani. 

Mercy! OlympiaL. 

Hoffmann. 

OlympiaL. 

(Sound of springs breaking with much noise.) 

Spalansani. 

Ah, heaven and earth, she is broken ! 



(rising). 



Hoffmann 

Broken! 
Coppilius 

(entering). 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, yes. Smashed! 

(Hoffmann rashes out. Sfalamzami and Corrnuut go at each 
other, fighting.) 

Spalansani. 
Rascal! 



Le Choeur. 

Que voulez-vous qu'on dise? 
C'est une fille exquise, 
II ne lui manque rien, 
Elle est trfes bien! 

Nicklausse 

(d'une roix dolente, en montrant Hoffmans). 

Est-il mort? 
Spalansani 

(examioant Hoffmann). 

Non, en somme, son iorgnon seul est en 

dlbris 
II reprend ses esprits. 

Le Choeur. 

Pauvre jeune homme! 

CocheniUe 
Ah! 



(dans la coulisse). 
(II entre, la figure bouforerset.) 



Spalansani. 
Quoi? 

CocheniUe. 

L'homme aux lunettes... Dl 

Spalansani. 

Mistjricordet OlympiaL.. 

Hoffmann. 

OlympiaL. 

(On entend urn bruit de 



qui at brisent a*sc fracas^ 

Spalansani. 

Ah! terre et cieux! Elle est cassfet 



deferent). 



Hoffmann 
Cassfe! 

Coppilius 

(entrant). 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, oui! Fracassfe. 

(Hoffmann s'elance et dispmrsit. SraLAiuum at CiwpJmui at. 
jettent l*un sur l'autre.) 

Spalansani. 
GredinI 
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CoppUius. 
Robber! 

Spalamani. 
Brigandi 

CoppUius. 
Pagani 

Spalamani. 
Bandit! 

CoppUius. 
Pirate! 

Hoffmann 

(pile and terror-rtrickeii). 

An automaton, an automaton. 

(He falls into an armchair. General laughter 

The Chorus. 

Ha, ha, ha, the bomb has burst, 
He loved an automaton. 



Spalamani 



Att. 



My automaton! 

An automaton I 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! 



(despairing). 



ACT III 



CoppUius. 
Voieur! 



(In Venice. A gallery, in festival array, hi a palace 

lal.) 

(The guests of Giuuktta are grouped about on 



the Grand 
) 



BARCAROLE 
GiulieUa and Nicklausse 

(in the wings). 

Night divine, O night of love, 
O smile on our caresses; 
Moon and stars keep watch above 
This radiant night of love! 
Moments fly, and ne'er return, 
Our joys, alas! are fleeting; 



Brigand! 

C&ftUius. 
Pafcnl 

Bandit! 

CoppUius. 
Pirate! 

Hoffmann 

(pale et epourantof). 

Un automate! Un automate! 

(II tombc sor un faufteufl. Edat de nrs 



LeChoeur. 

Ha, ha, ha, la bombe eclate 
II aimait un automate! 



Spalamani 



Mon automate I 



(a*ec 



Tous. 



Un autonate! 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! 



ACTE TROISIIiME 



(A Venise. Oalerie de ttte dans nn palais doonant 
-•nal. Lea notes de Giuuktta soot groupes sor des 



BARCAROLE. 

GiulieUa et Nicklausse 

(dans la coulisse). 

Belle nuit, 6 nuit d'amour, 

Souris & nos ivresses, 

Nuit plus douce que le jour, 

O belle nuit d'amour! 

Le temps fuit et sans retour 

Emoorte nos tendresses! 
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Only memory's torch will bum 
For hours that ne'er return. 
Zephyrs passion-stirred, 
Waft to us loving greeting, 
Zephyrs passion-stirred, 
Heed our tenderest word. 
Night divine, O night of love, 
O smile on our caresses; 
Moon and stars keep watch above 
This radiant night of love. 

(Giuusxxa and Nkklaomb enter.) 

Hoffmann. 

Tis not that, by Heaven, which enchants met 
At the feet of the beauty who gives us joy 
Shall pleasure sigh? 
No, with laughing mouth hear how she sings! 



BACCHIC SONG. 

Friends, love which dreams in song 

Is wrongl 
Love in noise and wine, 

Divine! 
Let burning desire 
Your heart enflame, 
In the fevers of pleasure 
Consume your soul! 
The transport of love 
Lasts but a day! 

To the devil with him who weeps 
For two soft eyes! 
For us the greater bliss 
Of songs of joy! 
Let's live an hour 
In heaven. 

The Chorus. 

To the devil with him who weeps 

For two soft eyes! 

For us the greater bliss 

Of songs of joy! 

We'll live an hour 

In heaven. 



Loin de cet heureux se*jour, 
Le temps fuit sans retour. 
Zephyrs embrases 
Versez-nous vos caresses; 
Zephyrs embrases 
Donnez-nous vos baisers. 
Belle nuit, 6 nuit d'amour, 
Souris k nos ivresses, 
Nuit plus douce que le jour, 
O belle nuit d'amour. 

(Giulbtta et Nickladssb entreat m actae.) 

Hoffmann. 

Et moi, ce n'est pas la, pardieu, ce qui m' en- 

chante! 
Aux pieds de la beauts qui nous vient enivrer 
Le plaisir doit-il soupirer? 
Non! Le rire k la bouche, ecoutez oomme Q 

chante! 

CHANT BACCHIQUE 

Amis! l'amour tendre et rtveur, 

Erreur! 
L'amour dans le bnrft et le vin! 

Divin! 
Que d'un brulant de*sir 
Votre coeur s'enflamme, 
Aux fievres du plaisir 
Consumez votre amel 
Transports d'amour, 
Durez un jour! 
Au diable celui qui pfeuie 
Pour deux beaux yeuxl 
A nous l'ivresse meilkure 
Des chants joyeux! 
Vivons une heure 
Danslescieux! 

LeChoeur. 

Au diable celui qui pleure 
Pour deux beaux yeux i 
A nous l'ivresse meilleure 
Des chants joyeux! 
Vivons une heure 
Danslescieux! 
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Hoffmann. 

The sky its radiance lends 

To beauty. 
But hidden in iron heart* 

Lies hell! 
Bliss of paradise 
Where lovers meet, 
Oaths, cursed hopes, 

Dreams of life I I 

Oh, chastity, 

Oh, purity, 
Lies! 

The Chorus. 

To the devil with him who weeps, 
etc., etc. 

Schlcmil 

(entering). 

I see all is joy. Congratulations, madame. 

Giulietta. 

What! Why, I've wept for you three whole 
days! 

PUichinaccio. 
Indeed! 



(to PmCHWAOOO). 



SchlemU 

Scoundrel! 

PUichinaccio. 
Hola! 

Giulietta. 

Calm yourselves! . 

We have a stranger poet among us. 

(Presenting.) 

Hoffmann! 
Schlemil 

(with bad grace;. 

Monsieur! 
Hoffmann 

(ironically; 

Monsieur! 



Hoffmann. 

Le del te prtte sa dartdy 

Beautl. 
Mais vous cachez, 6 coeurs de fcr, 

L'enfer! 
Bonheur du paradis 
Oft Pamour con vie, 
Serments, espoirs maudits, 
Rftvesdelavie! 

Ochastetds, 

Opuretes, 
Mentez! 

LeChoeur. 

Au diable celui qui pleure, etc., etc. 

Schlemil 

(entrant en scene). 

Je vois qu'on est en ffcte. A merveille, madame. 

Giulietta. 

Comment! Mais je vous ai pleur6 tools grands 
jours. 

PUichinaccio. 
Dame! 



(a PmcHDCAOCio). 



SchlemU 

Avorton! 

PUichinaccio. 
Hola! 

Giulietta. 

Calmez-vous! 

Nous avons un pofete Stranger pormi nous. 

Hoffmann! 

SchlemU 

Monsieur I 



(Preaentant Hoffman*.) 



(de 



grmce). 



Hoffmann. 
Monsieur! 



(ironiqne) 
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Giulietta 

(to Schumil). 

Smile on us with grace, 
And come take your place 
At pharaoh! 

The Chorus. 

Bravo! To pharaoh! 

(Giulistta, after haying invited all to follow her, foes toward door 
HomiAinr offers his band to Giulietta. Schlbmil comet between.) 

SchlemU 

(taking Gtouetta*s hand). 

By heavens! 

Giulietta. 

To the game, gentlemen, to the game! 

The Chorus. 

To the game, the game! 

(All go out except Hoffmann and Nicklausse.) 

Nicklausse. 

One word! I have two horses saddled. At 

the first dream 
That Hoffmann permits himself, I -carry him 
off. 

Hoffmann. 

And what dream could ever be born 

Of such realities? 

Does one love a courtezan? 



Nicklausse. 

Yet this Schlemil... 

Hoffmann. 

I am not Schlemil. 

Nicklausse. 

Take care, the devil is clever. 

(Dapeetutto appears at back). 

Hoffmann. 

Were it so, 

If he makes me love her, may he damn me, 

Cornel 



Nicklausse. 
Let us go. 



(They go ootO 



Giulietta 

(a Schlemil). 

Souriez nous, de gr&ce, 
Et venez prendre place 
Au pharaon! 

Le Ckoeur. 

Vivat! au pharaon! 

(Giouetta. apres avoir invite" toot le monde a la sttivre, se diriga 
vers la portc. Hoffmann offre sa amain a Giouitta. Schlemil 
intervient vivement.) 



(prenant la main de Giulietta). 



SchlemU 

Morbleu! 

Gitdietta. 

Au jeu, messieurs, au jeu. 

Le Choeur. 

Au jeu, au jeu. 

(Tout le monde sort mains Nicklausse et Hoffmann.) 

Nicklausse. 

Un mot! J'ai deux chevaux seltes; au premier 

rfcve 
Dont se laisse affoler mon Hoffmann, je 

l'enlfcve. 

Hoffmann. 

Et quels rtves, jamais, pourraient toe en- 

fantds 
Pardetellesr6ilite5s? 
Aime-t-on une courtiaane ? 

Nicklausse. 

Ce Schlemil, cependant... 

Hoffmann. 

Je ne suis pas Schkmil. 

Nicklausse. 

Prends y garde, le diable est malm. 

(Dafektutto paralt au fond.) 

Hoffmann. 
LefAt-il, 

S'il me la fait aimer, je consens qu'il me damne, 
Allons! 



Nicklausse. 
Allons! 



(lis sorteat) 
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Dapertutlo 

Wone). 

Well, then!... to fight you 
The eyes of Giulietta are a sure weapon, 
Schlemil has succumbed to them! 
By my faith, as captain and soldier! 
You'll do likewise. 

I command that Giulietta shall use her arts on 
you to-day. 

(Dnwing from hit finger a ring with a big sparkling diamond.) 

Turn, turn, mirror, where the lark is caught, 
Sparkle, diamond, fascinate, attract her, 
The lark or the woman 
To this conquering bait 
Flies on rapid wing; 
One loses her life, the other her soul. 
Turn, turn, mirror, where the lark is caught. 
Sparkle, diamond, fascinate, attract her. 

(GroTinTA appears and advances, fascinated, toward the diamond 
that Dafekutto holds towards her.) 

Dapertutlo 

(placing the ring on Giulhtta's finger). 

Dear angel ! 

Giulietta. 

What do you desire of your servant? 

Dapertutto. 

Good, you divine my wishes. 

At seducing hearts skilled above all others,. 

You have given me 

The shade of Schlemil! I vary 

My pleasures, and I beg you 

To get for me to-day 

The image of Hoffmann! 

Giulietta. 

What! his image! 

Dapertutto. 
Yes. 

His image!... You doubt 
The power of your eyes? 

Giulietta. 
No. 



Dapertutto 

(seal). 

Allez... pour te livrer combat 

Les yeux de Giulietta sont une arme i 

II a fallu que Schlemil succombat! 

Foi de diable et de capitaine! 

Tu feras comme lui. 

Je veux que Giulietta t'ensorcelle aujourd'hui. 

(Tlrant de son doigt one bague on Mile un gros diamant.) 

Tourne, tourne, miroir ob se prend l'alouette, 
Scintille, diamant, fascine, attire-la... 
L'alouette ou la femme 
A cet appat vainqueur 
Vont de l'aile ou du coeur; 
L'une y laisse sa vie l'autre y perd son ame. 
Tourne, tourne, miroir ou se prend l'alouette. 
Scintille, diamant, fascine, attire-la. 

(Giolirta paralt et s'afance, fasdnae, vers le diamant que Dari 
tutto tend vers eile.) 

Dapertutto 

(passant la bagne au doigt ds Giuuktta). 

Cher angel 

Giulietta. 

Qu'attendez-vous de votre servante? 

Dapertutto. 

Bien, tu m'as devinl, 

A s&uire les coeurs entre toutes savante, 

Tu m'as de*ja donne* 

L'ombre de Schlemil! Je varie 

Mes plaisirs et te prie 

De m'avoir aujourd'hui 

Le reflet d 'Hoffmann! 

Giulietta. 

Quoi! son reflet! 

Dapertutto. 
Ouii 

Son reflet... tu doutes 
De la puissance de tes yeux? 

Giulietta. 
Non. 
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Dapertutto. 

Who knows? Your Hoffmann dreams, per- 
haps, otherwise. 

(Severely.) 

Yes, I was there, a while back, listening. 

(With Irony.) 

He defies you... 

GimKeUa. 

Hoffman?*., 'tis well!... From this day 
He shall be my toy. 

(Hoffmann enters.) 

Dapertutto. 
Tishel 

(Dapketutio g»e» out. Hoffmann blends to do the asmeO 

Giulietta 

(to HomfAMM). 

You leave me? 
Hoffmann 

(mockingly). 

I have lost everything. 

Giulietta. 

What?-, you tool- 
Ah, you do me wrong. 
Without pity, without mercy, 
Go!... Go!... 

Hoffmann. 

Your tears betrayed you. 
Ah! I love you... were it at the price of my 
life! 

GiulicUa. 

Ah, unfortunate, but do you not know 
That an hour, a moment, may prove fatal? 
That my love will cost your life if you remain ? 
That Schlemil, this night, may strike you in 

my arms? 
Do not deny my prayer; 
My life is wholly yours. 
Everywherel promise to accompanyyour steps. 

Hoffmann. 

Ye gods! with what bliss do you fire my heart ? 
Like heavenly music your voice stirs mo; 



Dapertutto. 

Quisait? Ton Hoffmann rtve peut-*tre 
mieux. 

(Awe duiete" ) 

Oui, j'ltais 1H, tout k 1'heure, aux eScoutes, 
II te dlfie... 

Giulietta. 

Hoffmann?... c'est bien!... dfes aujourd'hui 
J 'en ferai mon jouet. 

(Hoffmann entre.) 

Dapertutto. 
C'est lui! 

(Dapebtutto tort. Hoffmann tail mine de s'eldfMer J 

Giulietta 

(a Hoffmann). 

Vous me quittez? 
Hoffmann 

(imilleur) 

J'ai tout perdu. 

Giulietta. 

Quoi... vous aussi!... 
Ah! vous me faites injure 
Sans pitil, ni merci. 
Partez... partezl... 

Hoffmann. 

Tes larmes font trahie. 

Ah, je t*aimeL.. ftit-ce au prix de ma vie. 

Giulietta. 

Ah! malheureux, mais tu ne sais done pas 
Qu'une heure, qu'un moment, peuvent t'tae 

funestes? 
Que mon amour te perd k jamais si tu restes? 
Que Schlemil peut ce soir te frapper dans mes 

bras? 
Ne repousse pas ma prifere! 
3fa vie est & toi toute entifere. 
Partout je te promets d'accompagner tes pas. 

Hoffmann. 

O Dieu! de quelle ivresse embrases-tu mon 

&me? 
Comme un concert divin ta voix me pe5n£tre; 
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With a fire soft, yet burning, my being is con- 
sumed; 
Your glances in mine have spent their flame 
Like radiant stars, 
And I feel, O best beloved, 
The perfume of your breath 
Pass o'er my lips and eyes. 

GiulieUa. 

Yet, to-day, strengthen my courage 
By leaving me something of you I 

Hoffmann. 

What do you mean? 

CiulieUa. 

Listen, and don't laugh at me. 

(She holds Hoffmann in her inn aad takes a mirror.) 

What I want is your faithful image 

Which reproduces your features, your look, 

your visage, 
The reflection that you see above me bend. 

Hoffmann. 

What! My reflection? What folly I 

GiulieUa. 

No! for it can detach itself 

From the polished glass, 

To come and hide complete in my heart 

Hoffmann. 

In your heart? 

GiulieUa. 

In my heart. Tis I who beg thee, 
Hoffmann, grant me my wish. 

Hoffmann. 

My reflection? 

GiulieUa. 

Your reflection. Yes, wisdom or folly, 
I wish it, I demand it. 

Hoffmann. 

Ecstasy! bliss ineffable, 
O terror, strangely sweet! 
My image, yes, my soul, my life 
Belong alwavs to vou. 



D'un feu doux et briilant mon tee est dtfractf; 
Tes regards dans les miens ont £pancht5 leur 

flamme 
Comme des astres radieux, 
Et je sens, 6 mon bien aim£e, 
Passer ton haleine embaumle 
Sur mes Ifevres et sur mes yeux. 

GiulieUa. 

Aujourd'hui, oependant, affermis mon courage. 
En me laissant quelque chose de toil 

Hoffmann. 

Que veux-tu dire? 

GiulieUa. 

Ecoute, et ne ris pas de moi. 

(Die enlace Hoffmann et preod un mirofr.) 

Ce que je veux, c'est ta fidfele image 

Qui reproduit tes traits, ton regard, ton visage, 

Le reflet que tu vois sur le mien se pencher. 

Hoffmann. 

Quoit mon reflet? quelle foliet 

GiulieUa. 

Non! car il peut se detacher 

De la glace polie 

Pour venir tout entier dans mon coeur se cacher. 

Hoffmann. 

Dans ton coeur? 

GiulieUa. 

Dans mon coeur. Cest moi qui t'en supplier 
Hoffmann, comble mes voeuxl 

Hoffmann. 

Mon reflet? 

GiulieUa. 

Ton reflet. Oui, sagesse ou folie, 
Je 1'attends, je le veux! 

Hoffmann. 

Extase! ivresse inassouvie, 
Etrange et doux effroi! 
Mon reflet, mon ime et ma vie 
A toi, tou jours a toil 
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GiulicUa. 

If your sweet presence I should lose, 
I still would keep of you 
The image of your life and soul; 
Dear one, give them to me. 

(raddenl/). 

Schlemil! 

(Schlkmil enter* followed by Nicklaumc, D am*iuuu , Prm- 
fACCK) and other*.) 



Schlemil. 

I was sure of it! Together I 
Come, gentlemen, come, 
Tis for Hoffmann, so it seems, 
That we are abandoned. 

(Ironic laughter J 

Hoffmann. 

Monsieur! 
Giulietta 

Silence! 



(Co Hoffmann). 



(Aside.) 

I love you, he has my key. 



Pitichinaccio 



(to Schlkmil). 



Let us kill him. 

Schlemil. 
Patience! 

DaperiuUo 

(to Hoffmann). 

How pale you are! 

Hoffmann. 
Me! 



DaperiuUo 

See then! 
Hoffmann 

Heavens! 



(•sowing him a mirror) 



(amazed). 



Giulietta. 

Si ta presence m'est ravie, 
Je veux garder de toi 
Ton reflet, ton &me et ta via 
Ami, donne-les-moi! 



(TtTenient). 



Schlemil! 



(Schlemil entre mdvi de Nicklaussk, DArartrrra, P iuiuai 
naocw et autre*.) 

Schlemil. 

J'en etais sftr! Ensemble! 

Venez, messieurs, venez, 

Cest pour Hoffmann k ce qu'il semble. 

Que nous sommes abandonnes. 

(Rires ironiquea.) 



Hoffmann 

Monsieur! 
Giulietta 

Silence! 



(presque parte"). 



(a Hotfmanwj. 



(BaO 

Je t'aime, il a ma clef. 



(aSCHLSMIL). 



Pittkhinacdo 
Tuons-le. 

Schlemil. 
Patience! 



DaperiuUo 

(a Hoffman*). 

Comme vous 4tes p&lel 

Hoffmann. 
Moil 

Dapaiutto 

\im praenotnc m mnimfm 

Voyez plut6t! 



Hoffmann 



Ciet! 



(atuptfait, ae regardaar)« 
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GiulieUa. 

Listen, gentlemen, 
Here come the gondolas. 
The hour of barcaroles 
And of farewells! 



(Scblemil conduct* the guests away. Gitojetta goes oat throw- 
fag a look at Hoffmann. Dafeetotto remains. Nicelauscs ton 
toward Hoffmann.) 

NicMausse. 

Are you coming? 

Hoffmann. 
Not yet. 

Nicklausse. 

Why? Very well. I understand. Good-by. 

(Artie.) 

But 111 watch over him. 

(He foe* out.) 

Schlemil. 

What do you wait for? 
Hoffmann. 

To get from you a certain key I've sworn to 
have. 

Schlemil. 

You shall have this key, sir, only with my 
life. 

Hoffmann. 

Then I shall have both the one and the other. 

SchkmU. 

That remains to be seen. On guard I 

Dapertutto. 

You have no sword. 

(Presenting bit own.) 

Take mine! 
Hoffmann. 

Thank yon. 
Chorus. 

(in the wings). 

Night divine, O night of love, 
O smile on our caresses; 
Moon and stars keep watch above 
This radiant night of love. 

(Hoffmann a. id Schlemil fight. Schlemil falls mortally wounded. 
Hoffmann bends and takes the key iron around his neck. He rushes 
to GiULOTTA'a room Giulixtta appears in a gondola J 



GiulieUa. 

Ecoutez, messieurs, 
Void les gondoles, 
L'heure des barcarolles 
Et celle des adieuxl 

(Schlemil reconduit les invite*. Giqubtta sort. Jetant an regevel 
a Hoffmann. Dafestutto teste au fond de la seine. NsckuummsB 
revient k Hoffmann.) 

Nicklausse. 
Viens-tu? 

Hoffmann. 
Pas encore. 

Nicklausse. 

Pourquoi? Bien, je comprends. Adieu! 

(Apart.) 

Mais je veille sur toi. 

(II tort.) 

Schlemil. 

Qu'attendez-vous, monsieur? 

Hoffmann. 

Que vous me donniez certaine clef que j'ai 
jure* d'avoir. 

Schlemil. 

Vous n'aurez cette clef, monsieur, qu'avec ma 
vie. 

Hoffmann. 

J'aurai done Tune ou 1 'autre. 
Schlemil. 

C'est ce qu'il faut voir! En garde 1 
Daperlutto. 

Vous n'avez pas d'e*pe*e. 

(Lui presentant la sienae.) 

Prenez la miennet 
Hoffmann. 
Mercil 

Choeur 

(dans la coulisse). 

Belle nuit, 6 nuit d'amourl 
Souris k nos ivresses, 
Nuit plus douce que le jour, 
O belle nuit d'amourl 

(Hoffmann et Schlemil se battent. Schlemil est bless* a raort et 
torabe. Hoffmann se penche et lui prend la del pendue k son cnu et 
s'elance dans rappartement de Giuuetta, qui parall dans une gondole.) 
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Hoffmann 

No one! 
Giulietta 

Ha, ha, hat 

(Hornuim looks at Giuuetta astounded.) 

DaptrtuUo 
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back). 



(Unghing). 



(to Giuuetta). 

What will you do with him now? 

Giulietta. 

I'll resign him to you. 

PiHchinaccio 

(entering the gondola). 

Dear angel! 

(Giuuetta takes him m her arms.) 

Hoffmann 

(comprehending the infamy of Giuuetta). 

Vile wretch! 

Nieldausse, 

Hoffmann! Hoffmann? the police! 

(Nkxlaume drags Hoimum away. Giuuetta and Pmcm- 

laugh.) 



ACT IV 



(At Ceespel's house m Munich. A room 



hi* btsarre 



Anionia 

(alone. She it stated at eV otoicfaord). 

Thy dove has fled, 

She has fled far from thee! 

(She stops and rises.) 

Ahi memory too sweet, vision too crodl 

Alas! at my feet I hear, I see himi 

Thy dove has fled, 

She has fled far from thee; 

But she is ever faithful, 

And she keeps her troth. 

Beloved, my voice calls thee, 

All my heart is thine. 

(She approaches the davkhefd I 

Dear flower, scarcely open, 
In pity answer me; 



Hoffmann. 
Personnel 

GitdieUa 

(riant) 

Ha, ha, ha! 

(HomiAmi regarde Giuuetta avtc stvpenr.) 



Dapertotto 

(a Giuuetta). 

Qu'en fais-tu maintenant? 

GiulicUa. 

Je te 1'abandonne! 

PUkhinaccio 

(entre dans la gondola). 

Cher angel 

(Giuuetta le prend dans ses bras.) 

Hoffmann 

(co mp renant Hnfamie de Giuuetta). 

Miserable! 

Nicklausse. 

Hoffmann! Hoffmann! les sbires! 

(Nicelausse entraine Hoffmann. Giulietta at Dapestutto riant | 



ACTE QUATRIEME 

(A Munich chez Crespel. Une chambre bizarrement meablee.) 

Anionia 

(settle. Elle est assise devant le clavecin et chante). 

Elle a fui, la tourterdle, 
Elle a fui loin de toil 

(Elles'arrtteetselewe.) 

Ah! souvenir trop doux! image trop cruelle! 
Hellas! a mes genoux, je l'entends, je le vois, 
Elle a fui, la tourterelle, 
Elle a fui loin de toil 
Mais elle est toujours fiddle 
Et te garde sa foi. 
Bien-aim<, ma voix t'appelle, 
Tout mon coeur est a toi. 

(EUe se rapproche du clavecin.) 

Chfere fleur qui vient d'&lore, 
Par pitil, x6ponds-moi, 
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Thou knowest if still he loves me, 
If he keeps his troth!... 
Beloved, my voice implores thee. 
O may thy heart come to me! 

(She sinks into a chair.) 

Cftspd 

(entering suddenly). 

Unhappy child, beloved daughter, 
You promised me to sing no more. 

Anionia. 

In me my mother lived again; 

My heart, while singing, fancied it heard her. 

Cftspd. 

There lies my torment. Thy dear mother 
Left to thee her voice. Vain regrets! 
Through thee I hear her. No, no, I beg... 

Anionia 

(sadly). 

Your Antonia will sing no morel 

(She goes out slowly.) 

Cftspd 

(alone). 

Despair! Again I saw 

Those spots of fire 

Mark her face. God! 

Must I lose her I adore? 

Ah, that Hoffmann... 'tis he 

Who put this madness into her heart. I fled 

As far as Munich... 



(Enter FfcAinz.) 


. (Entre Fbanti.) 


Cftspd. 

You, Frantz, open to nobody. 


Cftspd. 

Toi, Frantz, n'ouvre a personne. 


Ffaniz 

(false exit). 

You think so... 


Frank 

(Causae aortas). 

Vous croyez... 


Cftspd. 

Where are you going? 


Crtspd. 

OH vas-tu? 


Ffantz. 


Frantz. 


I'm going to see if anybody rang 
As you just said. 


Je vais voir si Ton sonnc 
Comme vous avez dit... 



Toi, qui sais s'il m'aime encore, 
S'il me garde sa foil... 
Bien-aiml, ma voix t'implore, 
Que ton coeur vienne a moil 

(EUe ss laisss tosabsr sur une chats*,' 

Cftspd 

(entrant brusqnement). 

Malheureuse enfant, fille bien-aim& 
Tu m'avais promts de ne plus chanter. 

Anionia. 

Ma mfere s'ftait en moi ranimle; 

Mon coeur en chantant croyait l'&outer. 

Cftspd. 

C'est la mon tourment. Ta mfere ch&ie 
T'a \6ga6 sa voix, regrets superflus! 
Par toi je l'entends. Non... non... je t en 

Anionia 

(tristement). 

Votre Antonia ne chantera plus! 

(EUe sort lentement.) ' 



Cftspd 



(seul). 



D&espoir! Tout a l'heure encore 
Je voyais ces taches de feu 
Colorer son visage. Dieu! 
Perdrai-je I'enfant que j'adore? 
Ah, c'est Hoffmann, c'est lui 
Qui jeta dans son coeur ces ivresses.* 

J'ai fui 
Jusqu'a Munich... 
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Crespd. 

I said, Open to nobody. 



To nobody! Do you hear this time? 

Front*. 

By Heaven, I'm not deaf! 

Crespd. 

Very well! May the devil seize you! 

Front*. 

Yes, sir, the key is in the door. 

Crespd. 

Idiot! donkey! 

Frank 

Tis agreed. 

Crespd. 

Morblem 

(He exits quickly.) 

Franiz 

(alone). 

Well! What! always in a rage! 

Strange, peevish, exacting! 

Tis a hard job 

For his money to please him!... 

Day and night I'm on all fours, 

At the least sign I must be silent; 

It is just as if I sang! 

But no, if I sang, 

His contempt he'd have to modify. 

I sing alone sometimes, 

But singing isn't easy 

Tra la la, tra la la! 

Still it isn't voice that I lack, I think. 

Tra la la, tra la la, 

No, 'tis the method. 

Well! one can't have all things. 

I sing execrably; 

But my dancing is delightful, 

I may say so without flattery. 

Ah! I shine in the dance, 

Tis my greatest attraction, 



Crespd. 

J'ai dit. n'ouvre a personnel 

(Ortant) 

A personnel entends-tu, cette fois? 

Front*. 

Eh, mon Dieu, je ne suis pas sourd! 

Crespd. 

Bienl que le diable t'emporte!... 

Fronts, 

Oui, monsieur, la clef est sur la porte. 

Crespd. 

Bllltre! Ane batft 

Fronts. 

C'est convenu. 



Crespd. 

Morbleu! 



Front* 



(A tort. FiAim descend ) 



(seul). 



Eh bienl Quoi, tou jours en colfere! 

Bizarre, quinteux, exigeant! 

Ah, Ton a du mal a lui plaire 

Pour son argent... 

Jour et nuit je me mets en quatre, 

Au moindre signe je me tais, 

C'est tout comme si je chantais!... 

Encore non, si je chantais, 

De ses mlpris il lui faudrait rabattre. 

Je chante seul quelque fois; 

Mais chanter n'est pas commode! 

Tra la la! tra la la! 

Ce n'est pourtant pas la voix, 

Qui me fait dlfaut, je crois... 

Tra la la! Tra la la! 

Non, c'est la mlthode. 

Dame! on n'a pas tout en partage 

Je chante pitoyablement; 

Mais je danse agr&blement, 

Je me le dis sans compliment, 

Corbleu! la danse est a mon a vantage, 

C'est la mon plus grand attrait, 
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But dancing isn't easy. 
Tra la la, tra la la. 

(He dances tad stops.) 

With women my well-turned leg 
Would do me no harm, 
Tra la la, tra la la. 

(He falls.) 

No, 'tis the method. 

(Hoffmann enters, followed by NicxlaumsJ 

Hoffmann. 

Frantz! They are here! 

(Touches FiAMtt on shoulder.) 

Up, my friend. 

Frantz. 

Hey, who's there? 

(Rises* surprised 4 

Monsieur Hoffmann! 

Hoffmann. 

Myself. Now, about Antonia?.- 

Frantz. 

He's gone out, sir. 

Hoffmann 

(laugning). 

Ha, ha, deafer yet than last year? 

Frantz. 

Sir, you honor me. 

I am very well, thank Heaven. 

Hoffmann. 

Antonia! Go, I must see her. 

Frantz. 

Very well! what a joy 
For monsieur Crespel! 

(He goes out.) 

Hoffmann 

(sitting before the daridbofd). 

Tis a song of love 
That flies away, 
Now sad, now gay, 
Turn by turn... 



Antonia 



(entering suddenly!. 



Hoffmann!. 



Et danser n'est pas commode. 
Tra la la> Tra la la. 

Uldanse. H s'aotte,) 

Prts des femmes le jarret 
N'est pas ce qui me nuirait, 
Tralalal Tra la la! 

(11 tombs.) 

Non! c'est la methode. 

(HoffMANM entre, soM di 1 

Hoffmann. 

Frantz! C'est iciL. 

(Touchant 1'ipanle de FtoUHav} 

Debout, Tami. 

Frantz. 

Hein! qui va la? 

(OsereleveJ 

Monsieur Hoffmann! 

Hoffmann. 

Moi-meme! Eh bien, Antonia? 

Frantz. 

II est sorti, monsieur. 
Hoffmann 

(riant). 

Ha, ha, plus sourd encore que Pan passl? 

Frantz. 

Monsieur m'honore. Je me porte bien, grice 
au ciel. 

Hoffmann. 

Antonia! Va, fais que je la voiel 
Frantz. 

Trfes bien...Quel joie 

Pour monsieur Crespel i 

(II sort.) 

Hoffmann 

(s'asseyant devant le daiecfcn}, 

C'est une chanson d'amour 
Qui s'envole, 
Triste ou folle 
Tour & tour!... 



Antonia 



Hoffmann! 



(entrant prtdplliiimmf) 
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Hoffmann 


Hoffmann 


(ncehring her in Uf arms). 


(recerant Anion* dans aes brat. 


Antonia! 


Antonia! 


Nicklausse 


Nicklausse 


(•side). 


(* part). 


I am one too many; good evening. 


Je suis de trop; bonsoir. 


(He exits.) 


(11 sort.) 


Antonia. 


Antonia. 


Ah, I knew well that you loved me yet! 


Ah! Je savais bien que tu m'aimais encore! 



Hoffmann. 

My heart told me that you grieved for me! 
But why were we separated? 

Antonia. 

I know not. 

Hoffmann. 

Ah! happiness dwells in my soul! 
To-morrow you shall be my wife. 

Happy pair, 
The future is ours! 
To love let us be faithful, 
That her eternal chains 
May keep our hearts 
Conquerors even against time! 

Antonia. 

Ah! happiness dwells in my heart! 
To-morrow I shall be your wife. 

Happy pair, 
The future is ours! 
Each day will bring new songs; 
Your genius spreads its wings! 
My victorious song 
. Is the echo of your heart. 

Hoffmann 

(smiling). 

Yet, my affianced bride, 

Shall I tell the thought 

Which, spite of myself, troubles me? 

Music inspires a little jealousy in me, 

For you love it too much! 



Hoffmann. 

Mon coeur m'avait bien dit que j'ltais regrettffl 
Mais pourquoi nous a-t-on s£par£s? 

Antonia. 

Je Tignore. 

Hoffmann. 

Ah! j'ai le bonheur dans Timet 

Demain tu seras ma femme. 

Heureux £poux, 

L'avenir est & nous! 

A Pamour soyons fidfcles! 

Que ses chalnes Iternelles 

Gardent nos coeurs, 

Du temps m&ne vainqueurs! 

Antonia. 

Ah! j'ai le bonheur dans Time! 
Demain je serai ta femme. 
Heureux Ipoux, 
L'avenir est & nous! 
Chaque jour, chansons nouvelles! 
Ton g£nie ouvre ses ailes! 
Mon chant vainqueur 
Est T&ho de ton coeur! 

Hoffmann 

(souriant). 

Pourtant, 6 ma fiancee, 

Te dirai-je une pensle 

Qui me trouble malgrl moi? 

La musique m'inspire un peu de jalousie, 

Tu Taimes trop! 
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Antonia 



What a singular fancy! 
Did I love you for it, or it for you? 
For surely you will not forbid me 
To sing, as did my father? 

Hoffmann. 

What say you? 

Antonta. 

Yes, at present my father imposes upon me 
The virtue of silence. 

(Rapidly.) 

Would you like to hear me? 
Hoffmann 

(tfUe). 

Tis strange... can it be?... 
Antonia 

(drawing him to the d*Tichxd). 

But come, as in olden time; 

Listen, and you'll see if I've lost my voice. 

Hoffmann. 

How your eye lights up, your hand trembles! 

Antonia 

(making him at down). 

Here, the soft song of love we sang together. 

(She sings.) 

'Tis a song of love ' 

That flies away, 

Now sad, now gay, 

Turn by turn; 

Tis a song of love. 

The opening rose 

Smiles on the Spring. 

Ah! how long may endure 

Its little life? 

Together. 

Tis a song of love 
That flies away, etc., etc 



Antonia 

(soarunt). 

Voyez 1 'Strange faniaisie! 

T'aimd-je done pour elle, ou l'aim£-je poor 

toi? 
Car toi tu ne vas pas sans doute me dtfendrc 
De chanter, comme a fait mon pfcre? 

Hoffmann. 

Que dis-tu? 

Antonia. 

Oui, mon pfere, & present, m'impose la vertu 
Du silence. 

(VWement) 

Veux-tu m 'entendre? 

Hoffmann 

(a part). 

C'est ftrange!...Est-ce done... 

Antonia 

(I'entrainant vers le clavecin). 

Viens tt, comme autrefois. 

Ecoute, et tu verms si j'ai perdu ma voix. 

Hoffmann. 

Comme ton oeil s'anime et comme ta main 
tremble! 

Antonia 

(le faisant s'aaseoir devant le clavecin) 

Tiens, ce doux chant d'amour que nous 
chantions ensemble. 

(EUe chant t.) 

C'est une chanson d'amour 

Qui s'envole, 

Triste ou folle, 

Tour k tour; 

C'est une chanson d'amour. 

La rose nouvelle, 

Sourit au printemps. 

Lasj combien de temps 

Vivra-t-elle? 

Ensemble. 

C'est une chanson d'amour, 

Qui s'envole, 

Triste ou folle, 

Tour k tour; 

C'est une chanson d'amour. 
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Hoffmann. 




Hoffmann. 


like a lay of flame 




Un rayon de flamme 


Flashes thy beauty. 




Pare ta beautl, 


W3t thou see the summer, 




Verras tu V€t€, 


flower of the soul? 




Fleur de 1'ftme? 


Together. 




Ensemble. 


Tis a song of love, etc., etc 




C'est une chanson d'amour, etc 


(Aktomia pan her hand to her heart tad aeeeoe aboe 


* to Ufa*.) 


(Antonia pone la main a eon coeur ct eembte prtte a doniflrj 


Hoffmann, 




Hoffmann. 


What is the matter? 




Qu'as-tu done? 


ArUonia 




Antoma. 


(doing aane agafcm). 




Rien. 


Nothing. 




(MettantiamainaeomeoeavJ 


Hoffmann 




Hoffmann 


(BtfMntef). 




(eooatant). 


ChutI 




Chut! 


Anioma. 




Antonia. 


Heavens, my father! Come, cornel 




Ciel! mon pferel 


(She tost out.) 




Viens! Viens! 

(EQeeort.) 


Hoffmann. 




Hoffmann. 


No! I must know the solution of this mystery. 


Non, je saurai le mot de ce mystfcre. 


(He hides. Cuem appeare.) 




(11 ee cache. Cksfcl pmraft.) 


Crespd 




Crespd 


(looking about him). 




(regardent autow de lui). 


No, nbthing. I thought Hoffmann 


was here. 


Non, rien. J'ai cru qu'Hoffmann 6tait kL 


.May he go to the devil! 




Puisse-t-il tore au diable! 


Hoffmann 




Hoffmann 


(aaUe). 




(* pmrt). 


Many thanks! 




Grand merci! 


Frantz 




Frantz % 


(entering). 




(entrant, a Cassnxj. 


Sir. 




Monsieur! 


Crespd. 




Crespd. 


Whatf 




Quoi? 


Frantz. 




Frantz. 


Doctor Miracle. 




Le docteur Miracle. 


Crespd. 




Crespd. 


Scoundrel! knave! 




Drftle! inf&me! ferme vite la porte. 


Quickly close the door. 






Frant*. 




Frantz. 


Yes, sir, the doctor... 




Oui, monsieur, median... 
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Crespd. 

He a doctor? No, on my soul, 

A gravedigger, an assassin! 

Who would kill my daughter after my wife. 

I hear the jingle of his golden vials. 

Drive him away from me! 

(Mhacls suddenly appears. Feantx rant away.) 

Miracle. 

Ha, ha, ha, hal 

Crespd. 

How now! 

Miracle. 

Well, here I am! Myself, you see. 
This good monsieur Crespel, I like him, 
But where is he? 



Crespel 

Morbleul 



(stopping him). 



Miracle. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

I sought for your Antonia. 

Well, this trouble she inherited 

From her mother? Still progressing? 

Dear girl, well cure her. 

Take me to her. 

Crespel. 

To assassinate her? If you make one step 
I'll throw you out of the window. 

Miracle. 

There now, softly, I do not wish to displease 
you. 

(He advances a chair.) 

Crespd. 

What are you doing, traitor? 

Miracle. 

To cope with the danger, 
One must know it. 
Let me question her. 

Crespel and Hoffmann. 
Terror penetrates me. 



Crespd. 

Lui, m&iedn? Non, sur mon Ame, 

Un fossoyeur, un assassin! 

Qui me tuerait ma fille aprfes ma femme, 

J'entends le cliquetis de ses flacons dans Pair. 

Loin de moi qu'on le chasse. 

(MntACLE paralt mbtemestt. Fmavxt se sam.) 



Miracle. 






Ha, ha, 


ha, hal 




Crespd. 
Enfinl 






Miracle. 






Eh bien, me voilfc, c'est moi-m&ne. 
Ce bon monsieur Crespd, je l'aimel 
Gil done est-il? 



Crespd 

Morbleu! 



G'arrltant). 



Miracle. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Je cherchais votre Antonia! 

Eh bien! ce mal qu'elle h&ita 

De sa mfere? Tou jours en progrfes? cherc 

belle, 
Nous la gu&irons. Menez-moi prts d'elle. 

Crespd. 

Pour I'assassiner? Si tu fais un pas, 
Je te jette par la fenttre. 

Miracle. 

Eh! Ikl tout doux! Je ne veuz pas 
Vous dlplaire. 

(II avance un fautarfl.) 

Crespd. 

Que fais-tu, trattre? 

Miracle. 

Pour conjurer le danger, 
II faut le connaltre. 
Laissez-moi l'interroeer 

Crespd et Hoffmann. 
L'effroi me plnfetre. 



LES CONTES D'HOFFMANN 



41 



Miracle 


Miracle 


(his hud extended toward Antomu'i room). 


Qa main tends* vers la chambre d'AmoHU} 


To my conquering power. 


A mon pouvoir vainqueur 


Give way with good grace. 


Cfede de bonne grAceL. 


Near me without terror 


Prts de moi sans terreur, 


Come take your place, 


Viens ici prendre place, 


Come. 


Viens. 


Crespd and Hoffmann. 


Crespd et Hoffmann. 


With fright and with torror 


D'lpouvante et d'horreur 


My being is chilled; 


Tout mon toe se glace, 


A strange terror 


Une Strange terreur 


Chains me to this place, 


M'enchalne k cette place. 


Afraid. 


J'ai peur. 


Crespd 

(seating himself). 


Crespd 

(t'asseyant). 


Come, speak and be brief. 


Allons, parle et sois bref. 


(Mibacle continue* bU magnetic passes. The door of Amtonia's 
toon opens slowly. Miiaclk indicates that he take* AjrromA's hand 
aad leads her *o a chair.) 


(Mikaclb continue sea passes tnagnftiauef. Laportedelaehi 
d'AinomA s'ouvrt Jentement. MntACU indlqne null prend la 
d'ANTDNiA mvUbk, at qull la tail asseoir.) 


Mirade. 


Mirade 


Please sit there. 


(s'asseysnt). 

Voules-vous asseoir lit ? 


Cresfd. 


Crespd. 


I am seated. 


Je suisassis. 


Miracle 


Miracle 


(paying no attention). 


(sans repondre). 


How old are you, please? 


Quel Age avez-vous, je vous prie? 


Cresfd. 


Crespd. 


Who, me? 


Qui, moi? 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


I am speaking to your child. 


Je parle a votre enfant. 


Hoffmann 

(aside). 

Antonia ? 


Hoffmann 

Upart). 

Antonia? 


Miracle. 


Mirade. 


What age? 

(He listens) 

Twenty! 


Quel Age?... 

(lltcouta.) 

Vingt ansl 


Crespd. 


Crespd. 


What? 


Hein? 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


The springtime of life. 


Le printemps de la vie. 


(He appears to feel the pulse.) 


(11 fait le geste de lata le poola.) 


Let me s*e your hand!... | 


Voyons la main!.. 
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Crespet. 

The hand? 

Miracle 

KpaSOag oat Ms watch). 

Chut! let me count. 



Hoffmann 



(aside). 



God! am I the plaything of a dream? Is it 
a ghost? 

Miracle. 

The pulse is unequal and fast, a bad symptom* 
Sing! 

Crespd 

(riling). 

No, no, be quiet!... Don't have her sing. 

(The foiot of Awtowia b heard.) 



Miracle. 

See, her face brightens, her eyes are on fire; 
She carries her hand to her beating heart. 

iHe seems to follow Aktomu with his gestures. The door of her 
coooa cl oses quickly.) 

Crespd. 

What Is he saying? 

Miracle 

(rising). 

It would be a pity truly 

To leave to death so lovely a prey! 

Crespd. 

Be quiet! 

Miracle. 

If you would accept my aid, 
If you would save her days, 
I have there certain vials I hold in reserve. 

(He takes vials from pocket, which he makes sound like castanets.) 

Crespd. 

Ah, be quiet 

Miracle. 

Of which you should.. 



Crespd. 

Lamatm? 

Miracle 

Chut, lalsses-moi compter. 

Hoffmann 

(h parti 

Dieui suis-je jouet d'un rtve? Est-ce u» 
fantdme? 

Miracle. 

Le pouls est inegal et vif, mauvais symptonae. 
Chantez!.- 

Crespd 

(vims*). 
Non, non, tais-toiLjie la tab pas chanter! 

(U vois d'Asmwu at fait insmitiij 

Miracle. 

Voyez, son front s'anime, et son regard 

flamboie; 
Elle porte la main k son coeur agite\ 

(fl semfale eulvre AirnmtA da geete. La parte ds la < 



Crespd. 

Que dit-ii? 

Miracle 

(m levant). 

H serait dommage en ve*rite*, 

De laisser k la mort une si belle proiel 

Crespd. 
Tais-ioi! 

Miracle. 

Si vous voulez accepter mon secours, 

Si vous voulez sauver ses jours, 

J'ai Ul certains flacons que je tiens en reserm 

(II tire plasfeun Bacons de sa pochs el las fait sooner coaavat del 
castagnettes.) 

Crespd. 

Tais-toi! 

Miracle. 

Dont faudratt.. 
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Crespd. 

Be quiet! Heaven presesve me 
From listening to your advice, miserable 
assassin! 

Miracle. 

Of which you should, each morning... 
Ah yesl I hear you! 
At once, on the instant! 
With these vials, poor father, 
You will be, I hope, satisfied. 



Crespd. 


Crespd. 


Be off, be off, be off! 


Va-t-en, va-t-en, va-t-eirt 


Out of this house, Satan! 


Hors de chez moi, Satan! 


Beware of the anger 


Redoute la colfere, 


And the sorrow of a father. 


Et la douleur d'un pfere, 


Be off! 


Va-t-en! 


Hoffmann 


Hoffmann 


(aside). 


(a part). 


From the death that awaits thee 


A la mort qui t'attend, 


I shall know, poor child, 


Je saurai, pauvre enfant, 


How to tear thee away, I hope! 


T'arracher, je l'espfere! 


You vainly mock a father, 


Tu ris en vain d'un pfere, 


Satan! 


Satan! 


Miracle 


Miracle 


(continuing with Mine coolness). 


(ayec le merae flegme> 


Of which you should... 


Dont il faudrait... 


Crespd. 


Crespd. 


Be off! 


Va-t-ent 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


Each morning... 


Chaque matin... 



Crespd. 
Be off! 

(He pushes Mibaclb out and doses the door.) 

Ah, he's outside and my door is closed! 
We are at last alone, 
My beloved girl! 

Miracle 

(walking through the wall). 

Of which you should each morning... 



Crespd. 

Tais-toi! Dieu me preserve 
D'&outer tes conseils, miserable 

Miracle. 

Dont il faudrait chaque matin... 
Eh! oui, je vous entends, 
Tout & l'heure, a l' instant! 
Des flacons, pauvre pfere, 
Vous en serez, j'espfere, 
Content I 



Crespd. 
Va-t-en! 

(II pousse Miiaclb dehors, et referme la porte sur lui.) 

Ah! Ie voilk dehors et ma porte est ferm&i 
Nous sommes seuls enfin, 
Ma fille bien-aim&l 

Miracle 

(rentrant par la muraille). 

Dont il faudrait chaque matin... 
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(coming down). 

To sing no morel Alas I How obtain from her 
Such a sacrifice? 



Anionic 

(appearing). 

Well? What said my father? 

Hoffmann. 

Ask me nothing; 

Soon you shall know ad. 

Another road opens to us, 

My Antonia! 

To follow my steps dismiss from your mind 

Those dreams of future success and glory 

That your heart to mine confided. 

Antonia. 

But yourself l 

Hoffmann. 

Love calls to both of us, 

All that is not you is as nought in my life. 



Crespd. 


Crespd. 


Ah, wretch, 


Ah! miserable, 


Come, come, ma; me waves engulf theel 


Viens, viensL. les flots puissent-ils t'engloutirl 


We'll see if the devil 


Nous verrons si le diable 


Will get thee out! 


T'en fera sortir!... 


Be off, be off, be off! 


Va-t-en, va-t-en, va-t-en! 


etc., etc. 


Hors de, etc., etc. 


Hoffmann. 


Hoffmann. 


From the death that awaits thee, 


A la mort qui t'attend, 


etc., etc. 


Je saurai, etc., etc. 


Miracle. 


Mirade. 


Of which you should... 


Dont il faudrait... 


Crespd. 


Crespd. 


Away! 


Va-t-en!... 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


Each morning... 


Chaque matin... 


Crespd. 


Crespd. 


Awayl 

(They disappear together.) 


Va-t'en! 

(Ib disparaimt enaemble.) 


Hoffmann 


Hoffmann 



(•enl). 

Ne plus chanter! bdas! Comment obtenir 

delle 
Un pareil sacrifice? 

Antonia 

(paralt). 

Eh bien, mon pfere, qu'a-t-il dit? 

Hoffmann. 

Ne me demande rien, 

Plus tard tu sauras tout; une route nouvelle 

S'ouvre a nous, mon Antonia L. 

Pour y suivre mes pas, chasse de ta memoire, 

Ces rtves d'avenir, de succfes et de gloire, 

Que ton coeur au mien confia 

Antonia. 

Mais toi-m6me? 

Hoffmann. 

L'amour tous les deux nous convie, 
Tout ce qui n'est pas toi n'tst plus rien dans 
ma vie. 
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Anionia. 

Very well! Here is my hand! 

Hoffmann. 

Ah, dear Antonia, can I ever repay 
What you do for me ? 

(He kisses her hands.) 

Your father will perhaps return. 
I leave you... until to-morrow. 

Antonia, 

Until to-morrow. 

(Hoffmann goes out.) 
(opening one of the doon). 

He has easily become the ally of my father! 

But come, tears are vain; 

I promised him. I shall sing no more. 

(She falls in a chair.) 

Miracle 

(appearing suddenly behind her). 

You will sing no more ? Do you know what a 

sacrifice 
He imposes on your youth, and have you 

measured it? 
Grace, beauty, talent, sacred gift, 
All these blessings that heaven has bestowed 

on you, 
Must they be hid in the shadow of a household ? 
Have you not heard, in a proud dream, 
Like unto a forest moved by the breeze, 
The soft murmur of the besieging throng 
Which speaks your name and follows you with 

its eyes? 
That is the ardent joy and the eternal ftte 
Which in the flower of your years you are 

about to abandon 
For the middle-class pleasures where they 

would enchain you, 
And the squalling children who will rob you 

of your bcautvl 

Anionia 

i without turning round). 

Ah, what is this voice that troubles my soul? 
Is it Hell that speaks or Heaven that warns me ? 
No! happiness is not there, O voice accursed, 



Anionia. 

Tiens dene! void ma mam! 

Hoffmann. 

Ah, chfcre Antonia! Pourrai-je reconnaltre 
Ce que tu fais pour moi? 

(II lui baise les mains.) 

Ton pfere va peut-fitre 
Revenir, je te quitte... k demain! 

Anionia. 

A demain! 

(Hoffman* sort.) 
(allant ourrir une parte). 

De mon pfere ais&nent il s'est fait le complice! 
Allons, les pleurs sont superflus, 
Je l'ai promis, je ne chanterai plus. 

(EUe se laisse tomber sur un Cauteufl.) 

Miracle 

(surgissant derriere die). 

Tu ne chanteras plus? Sais-tu quel sacrifice 
S'impose ta jeunesse et l'as-tu mesurl? 
La gr&ce, la beautl, le talent, don sacrl, 
Tous ces biens que le ciel t'a livr& en partage, 
Faut il les enfouir dans I 'ombre d'un manage? 
N'as-tu pas entendu, dans un rtve orgueilleux, 
Ainsi qu'une for£t par le vent balanc&, 
Ce doux Mmisseraent de la foule press£e 
Qui murmure ton nom et te suit des yeux? 
Voil& l'ardente joie et la fete Iternelle 
Que tes vingt ans en fleur sont prfes d'aban- 

donner 
Pour les plaisirs bourgeois oti Ton veut 

t'enchainer, 
Et des marmots d'enfants qui te rendront 

moins belle I 



Antonia 

(sans se retourner). 

Ah, quelle est cette voix qui me trouble Pesprit ? 
Est-ce 1'enfer qui parle ou Dieu qui m'avertit ? 
Non, non, ce n'est pas Ik le bonheur, voiy 
maudite. 
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And against my pride my love has armed me; 
Glory is not worth the happy quiet whither 

invites me 
The home of my beloved. 

Miracle. 

What loves can now be yours? 
Hoffmann sacrifices you to his brutality; 
He only loves in you your beauty, 
And for him, as for the others, 
Soon will come the time of infidelity. 

(Be disappears.) 

Antonia 

(rtafog). 

No, tempt me not! Away, thou demon 1 
I will no longer listen. 

I have sworn to be his, my beloved awaits me, 
I'm no longer my own, and may not take back 

my word; 
And a few moments since, on his loving heart 
What eternal love did he not pledge me? 
Who will save me from the demon, from 

myself? 
My mother, my mother, I love him! 

(She falls weeping an ike clavichord.) 

UUack 

(reappears behind Antonia). 

Your mother? Dare you invoke her? 

Your mother? But is it not she 

Who speaks by my voice, ingrate, and recalls 

to you 
The splendor of the name that you would 

abdicate? 

(The portrait lights up and becomes animated. It is the spirit of 
her mother.) 

Lb ten! 

The Voice. 
Antonia! 

Antonia. 

Heavens!... my mother, my mother! 

The Spirit. 

Dear child, whom I call, 
As I used to do, 
Tis your mother, 'tis she, 
Listen to her voice. 



Et contre mon orgueil, mon amour s'est armtS, 
La gloire ne vaut pas l'ombre . heureuse oft 

m'invite 
La maison de mon bien-aiml. 

Miracle. 

Quels amours sont done les v6tres? 
Hoffmann te sacrifie k sa brutalitl; 
II n'aime en toi que ta beautl, 
Et pour lui, comme pour les autres, 
Viendra bientdt le temps de l'infid£litc5. 

(II disparatt ) 

Antonia 

(ae levant). 

Non, ne me tente plus! Va-t-en, 
Dlmon! Je ne veux plus t'entendre. 
J'ai jurl d'etre & lui, mon bien-aimr5 m'attend, 
Jenem'appartiensplusetne puis me reprendre; 
Et tout & Theure encor, sur son coeur adorl, 
Quel Eternal amour ne m'a-t-il pas jurg... 
Ah, qui me sauvera du dlmon, de moi-m6me ?- 
Ma mfere! ma mfere, je PaimeL. 



Miracle 

(repsratt). 

Ta mfere! oses-tu Tinvoquer?... 

Ta mfere ? Mais n'est-ce pas elle 

Qui parle par ma voix, ingrate, et te rappeUe 

Lasplendeurdesonnomque tu veux abdiquer ? 

(Le portrait s'eclaire et setnble s'animer. C'est le faatome de « 
mere.) 



Ecoute! 



La Voix. 
Antonia! 

Antonia. 

Dieu! ma mfere, ma mfere! 

Le FantSme. 

Cher enfant, que j'appelle 
Comme autrefois, 
C'est ta mfere, c'est elk; 
Entends sa voix! 
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A nionic . 

Mother' 

Mirach. 

Yes, yes, 'tis her voice, do you hear? 

The voice of your best counselor, 

Who leaves you a talent the world has km! 



The Spirit. 
Antoniat 


Le Fantdme. 
Antonia? 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


Listen! She seems to live again, 
And the distant public by its bxavos fills her 
with joy! 


Ecoute! die semble revivie, 

Et le public lointain de ses bravos 1'enivre* 


Antonia. 

Motherl 


Antonia 

Ma mere I 


The Spirit. 
Antonia! 


Le Fantdme. 
Antonia! 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


Join with herL. 

(Ht trim * rialfe tod pbtfi MoaflrJ 


Reprends done avec ellel... 

(11 aaisit on rioioo et accompagne avec tmrnm- 


Antonio. 


Antonia. 


Yes, her soul calls to me 
As in days gone byl 
lis my mother, *tis the! 
I hear her voice. 


Qui, son ame m'appelle 
Comme autrefois! 
C'est ma mfcre, c'est die, 
J'entends sa voix! 


The Spirit. 

Dear child whom I call 
As in days of yore, 
Tis your mother, 'tis she! 
List to her voice. 


Le Fantdme. 

Cher enfant, que j'appefle 
Comme autrefois! 
C'est ta mere, c'est die! 
Entends sa voix! 


AfUonia. 


Antonia. 


No, enough- J cannot! 


Non! assez... je succombe! 


Wrack. 


Miracle. 


Again! 


Encore! 


AfUonia. 


Antonia. 


I will sing no mores 


Je ne veuz plus chanter. 


Miracle. 


Miracle. 


Again! 


Encore! 



Antonia. 

Mamfere! 

Miracle. 

Oui, c'est sa voix, 1'entends-tu? 

Sa voix, meilleure conseillfere. 

Qui te legue un talent que le mondr a perdu 
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Anionic. 

What strength compels and devours me? 

Jftwcfc. 

Again I Why stop? 

Antonia 

(breathless). 

I give way to a transport that maddens. 
What flame is it dazzles my eyes ?... 
But a single moment yet to live, 
And my soul flies to Heaven. 

The Spirit. 

Dear child whom I call, 
etc., etc. 

Antonia. 

Tis my mother, 'tis she, 
etc., etc. 

Antonia. 
Ah! 

(She falls dying on the sofa. Mieacxs links in the earth ottering 
a peal of laughter.) 

Crespd 

(running in). 

My child... my daughter... Antonia 1 
Antonia 

(expiring). 

My father! Listen, 'tis my mother 
Who calls me. And he... has returned... 
Tis a song of love 
That flies away, 
Now sad, now gay. 

(She dies.) 

Crespd. 

No!... a single word!... only oneh.. my child, 

speaki 
Come, speak!... Inexorable death! 
No! pity! Have mercy! Spare heri 

Hoffmann 

(entering numedljr). 

Why these cries? 

Crespd. 

Hoffmann! ah, wretch! 
Tis you who killed her!... 



Antonia 

Qu'elle ardeur m'entratne et me drSvore? 

Miracle. 

Encore I Pourquoi t'arr&erf* 

Antonia 

(haletante). 

Je cfede au transport qui m'enivrei 
Quelle flamme feblouit mes yeuxL. 
Un seul moment encore a vivre, 
Et mon ame s'envole aux rieux! 

Le Fantdme. 

Cher enfant que j'appelfc, 
etc. 

Antonia. 

C'est ma mfere, c'est elle, 
etc. 

Antonia. 
Ah! 

(Elle Tient tomber mourante tur le canape*. Miracle i*a _ 
dans la terre, en pouasant un eclat de rire. Le Fantoms disparalt.) 

Crespd 

Mon enfant!., 
Antonia 

(ezpirantet. 

Mon pfcre! 

Ecoutez, c'est ma mfere, 

Qui m'appelle! Et lui... de retour... 

C'est une chanson d 'amour... 

Qui s'envole 

Triste ou folle... 

(Elle meuit.) 

Crespd. 

Non! un seul mot! un seul! ma fllle. parle-moi 
Mais parle done! Mort execrable! 
Non ! pitil ! grace ! Eloigne-toi L. 

Hoffmann 

(entrant preapitamment). 

Pourquoi cescris? 

Crespd. 

Hoffmann! ah, miserable! 
C'est toi qui l'as tu&!... 



(accourant). 

ma fllle!... Antonia J 



Hoffmann 

Antoniai 
Crespd 



to Ajttomu) 
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(beside himself). 

Blood to color her cheek! A weapon, 
A knife... 

(He seises a knife and attacks Hoffmann.) 



NicUausse 

(entering aad stopping Ciksfel). 

Unhappy man I 
Hoffmann 

(to NlCKLAUSSS.) 

Qufck! give the alarm; 
A doctor... a doctor L. 



Miracle 
Here! 
Dead! 

Crespd 



(appearing). 
(He feels Amtoma's pulse.) 



(crazy). 

Ah, God! my child, my daughter! 



Hoffmann 
Antoniai 



(despairingly). 



EPILOGUE 



(Same scene as First Act The varices personage* s*t 
itiona they were in at the end of First Act.) 



km thai 



Hoffmann. 

There is the history 

Of my loves, 

And the memory 

Will never fade from my heart 

Chorus. 

Bravo, bravo, Hoffmann. 



(courant a Amtonia) 



(avec egaremeaw). 

Du sang 

Pour colorer sa jouel... 

Une arme, un couteau! 

(II saisit un contean et s'elance sor Hoffman* > 

NicUausse 

(entrant et arretant Cekspbl). . 

Malheureux! 
Hoffmann 

(a Nickladssk). 

Vite! donne 1'alarme, un mt5decin, un mldecinl 



Miracle 



(paralssant). 



(D tite le poub d'AwTomA). 



Pr&ent! 
Morte! 

Crespd 

(epeidu*. 

Ah! Dieu, mon enfant! ma fille! 



Hoffmann 
Antonia! 



(avec desespoir). 



EPILOGUE 

(Meme decoration qu'an premier acta.) 
(On retroure tons les personnages dans la situation of on lea • 
laisses k la fin du premier acte.) 

Hoffmann. 

Voila quelle fut l'histoire 

De mes amours, 

Dont la mlmoire 
En mon cbeur restera toujours. 

Le Choeur. 

Bravo, bravo, Hoffmann i 
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Hoffmann. 

Ah, I am mad!... For us the crazy joy 
Which dwells in alcohol, in beer and wine, 
For us intoxication and frenzy, 
And oblivion which drowns all. 



Nicklausse. 

Ah, I understand, three dramas in a 
Olympia? 


drama. 


Nicklausse. 

Ah! je comprends! trois drames dans un drame. 
Olympia? 


Hoffmann. 
Smashedl 




Hoffmann. 
Fracass6e! 


Nicklausse. 
Antonia? 




Nicklausse. 
Antonia ? 


Hoffmann. 
Dead! 




Hoffmann. 
Morte! 


Nicklausse. 
Giulietta? 




Nicklausse. 
Giulietta? 



Hoffmann. 

Oh, for her, the last verse of the song of Klein- 

Zach. 
When he drank too much gin or rack, 
You ought to have seen the two flaps of his 

frock, 
Like lilies in a lake. 
The monster made a sound of flick, flack, 

Flic, flac, 
There's Klein-Zach. 

Chorus. 

Flic, flac, 

There's Klein-Zach. 

Chorus. 

Light up the punch L. drunk we'll get; 
And may the weakest 
Roll under the table; 
Luther is a brave man, 
Tire Ian lake, tire Ian la, 
etc., etc. 

(The students tamultuoasly fo In the nest room. HomcANN 
temeins as if in * stupor.) 



Hoffmann. 

Ah, je suis fou!... A nous le vertige divin 
Des esprits de l'alcool, de la bifere et du vfn! 
A nous l'ivresse et la folie, 
Le n&nt par qui 1'on oublie. 



Hoffmann. 

Ah, pour elle le dernier couplet de la chanson 

de Klein-Zach! 
Quand il avait but de genifevre et de rack 
II fallait voir flotter les pans de son frac 
Comme des herbes dans un lac; 
Le monstre faisait flic, flac, 

Flic, flac, 
Voil* Klein-Zach. 



Le Choeur. 
Flic flac, 
Voife Klein-Zach. 

Le Choeur. 

AUumons le punch!... grisons-nousf 
Et que les plus fous 
Roulent sous la table. 
Luther est un brave homme, 
Tire Ian laire, tire Ian la! 
etc., etc. 

(Les e*tudiants entreat en rumalte (Use U Mile fobine. 
reete commt frappe* de stapeur J 
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The M *s* 

And I? I, the faithful friend, 
Whose hand has dried thy tears? 
By whom thy latent sorrow 
Is wafted in heavenly dreams? 
Am I naught? May the tempest 
Of passion pass away in thee! 
The man is no more; the poet revives I 
I love thee, Hoffmann! be mine! 
Let the ashes of thy heart kindle thy genius, 
In serenity smiling on thy sorrows. 
The Muse will sweeten to thee thy sufferings; 
Love makes thee great, but tears make greater 
still. 

• (She disappears.) 



Hoffmann 



(alooe). 



Oh, God! with what ecstasy my soul is filled! 
Like a concert divine the voice hath moved me. 
With soft and burning fire my being is de- 
voured. 
Thy glances in mine have kindled their flame, 
Like radiant stars, 
And I feel, beloved Muse, 
Thy perfumed breath pass 
Over my lips and my eyes! 

(He fall* face oa table.) 

Stella 

(approachiof slowly). 

Hoffmann asleep!... 

Nicklausse, 

No, dead drunk. Too late, madamel 

Under]. 

Corbleu! 

Nicklausse. 

Stay, here vs the counselor, Lindorf , who awaits 
you. 

(Stella takes LutDOsr's arm, bat stops to look at Hoiymamm, and 
rowi a lower from her bouquet at bia feet.) 



La Muse 

(panisseat) 

Et moi? Moi, la fidfele amie 
Dont la mam essuya tes yeux? 
Par qui la douleur endormie 
S'exhale en r&ve dans les cieux? 
Ne suis- je rien ? Que la temptte 
Des passions s'apaise en toi! 
L'homme n'est plus; renais pofete! 
Je t'aime, Hoffmann! appartiens-moi! 
Des cendres de ton coeur r&hauffe ton glnie, 
Dans la slrlnite souris k tes douleurs, 
La Muse adoucira ta souffrance b^nie, 
On est grand par l'amour et plus grand par les 
pleural 

(EUe disparatt.) 



Hoffmann 



(teul). 



6 Dieu! de quelle ivresse embrases-tu mon 

Ame, 
Comme un concert divin ta voix m'a p6n€&6, 
D'un feu doux et brftlant mon toe est d6vor€. 
Tes regards dans les miens ont Ipanchl leur 

flamme, 
Comme des astres radieux, 
Et je sens, Muse aimfe, 
Passer ton haleine embaumle 
Sur mes lfevres et sur mes yeux! 

(n tombs, le Tisafe aur line tabled 

Stdh 

(allaat vers Hoffmann). 

Hoffmann endormi!... 

Nicklausse. 

Nonl... ivre-mortL. Trop tard, madamel 

Lindorf. 

Corbleu! 

Nicklausse. 

Tenez, voili le conseiller Lindorf qui vous 
attend. 

(Stfxla s'appuie aur le braa de Loidokf, a'arrfete pour regards! 
Hoffmann, dAacbe one near de son bouquefet la Jette i aea pieds.) 



TBS END. 
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ACT III, NO. 13, BARCAROLLE. BELLE NUIT (NIGHT DIVINE) 
Moderate p Nickl ausse. 
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teph - yra pas - sion - stirr'd, 
pkirs . em - bra - sis, . 



. . Heed our ten -der- est word, 
• • Don- n*x- nous vos bat-sirs. 
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O waft us lov • tag greet • tag, ten ■ der words I Heed oar 
Vtr - set . turns vos ca • rts - sts, vos • bai-strs/ Vtr-stn 
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Night divine, O night of love, O smile on our ca-ress - es, 
Bel - lenuit! 6 nuit d * amour \ Sou - ris a nos i - vres - ses, 
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Ah! smile on our ca - ress 
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O di - vine night of love ! 
O bel' U nuit d'a • mourl '. 
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ACT II, No. 7. ROMANCE. AH! VIVRE DEUX (TO LIVE AS ONE). 

/ Hoffmann. 
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To live as one, A sin - glc hope to fond -ly 
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treas * ure, A sin - gle mem - o • ry! 

ran • ct Un mi - me sou • ve - nir! 



What a 
Par - /a 
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heav - en - ly boon To share each grief and pleas - ure. To share each grief and pleasure, 
ger le bonheur, par -ta-ger la sou/- /ran - ct % par - ta-ger la souf/ran-ce 
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flam- ing A -wake an an-sw'ring ray ; Ah! . 
flam -me Ver-ser en tot le jour. Ah I . 



ill all 



soul is gleam - ing In 
me Aux 




love's e - ter - nal day I 
ray - ons de Va-mourf 



Till all thy soul is gleam - ing In 
Lais - see* - do - re ton A - me Aux 
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Favorite Songs of Famous Singers 



Price, each, 1.25 net. 



MY FAVORITE FRENCH SONGS 

Books I and II By EMMA CALVt High Voico Low Voice 

TIm gnat singer h«re gathers together her favorites among French songs — mostly modern, some 
operatic, and a few of the ultra-modern school. To these she adds a group of "Songs my Grandmother 
sang/* making a truly unique and distinguished collection. From these charming old melodies down to 
the .tongs of Debussy the singer Indicates all that is best in the realm of French sons composition. 
Complete with biographical sketch with portraits and an introduction from Mme. Calve's pen. 
A splendid group of songs valuable to both singers and concert goers.— BOSTON TIMES 

MY FAVORITE SONGS 

Books I and II By JULIA CULP High Voico Low Voico 

The favorite songs of this highly praised Liedar-singer are drawn from the music of many different 
lands, from her native Holland to our own America, and including France, Germany, Ireland, etc. This 
collection (s made up of such numbers as have won Mme. Culp's affection as well as proved their accept- 
ability to her enthusiastic audiences, and the volume is of extraordinary Interest. A charming introduc- 
tion from the singer's own pen and portraits enrich the book. 

The triumphs of the singer are reflected in her book,— THE MUSICIAN 

MY FAVORITE SONGS 

Hicfa Vol*. By GERALDINE FARRAR Low Voico 

This gifted singer shows her musical training by the preponderance of German songs in the collection 
she has brought together. The various numbers have been sought out with indefatigable seal, largely 
from treasures of song buried or neglected in the works of great writers, and are therefore, in many ways, 
new to the average teacher or singer. Songs from other lands, such as Russia and Scandinavia are also in- 
cluded. The book contains a biographical sketch, portraits, a striking portrait on the cameo plate paper cover, 
in the engraver's best art. 

Miss Farrar's selection evidences a most eclectic and at the same time impeccable 
musical taste*— MUSICAL COURIER 

The Moat Attractive Volume of Folksongs Ever Published 

MY FAVORITE FOLKSONGS 

High Voico By MARCELLA SEMBRICH Low Voico 

Marcella Sembrieh was the first among great singers to reveal the treasures of folksong, and her knowl- 
edge of these gems from many lands is most extensive. In this volume she has collected those which her 
experience proved were grateful to the singer and pleasing to her audiences. 

These are the folksongs which Marcella Sembrieh has sung so often in her concerts that the 



io folksongs which Marcella Sembrieh has sung so oft 
I of public approval is stamped upon them alL— MU! 



S1CAL. COURIER. 



MY FAVORITE SONGS 

High Voico By ALMA GLUCK Low Voico 

No contemporary recital-singer has a larger following of charmed listeners than Mme. Gluck, and her 
excellent choice of songs plays a vital part in her success. The numbers Included in this volume she has 
gathered from many sources; but they all serve to display the suave lyricism, the delicate nuances, and the 
arch humor of her captivating art. Portraits and an introduction from the pen of the singer complete the 
attractive features of the book. 

Singers will do well to avail themselves of this rare selection of songs, with which the 
favorite singer has largely won her popularity.— THE MUSICIAN 

Oliver Ditoon Company, 179 Tremont Street, Boston 

Chas. H. DiUon & Co., New York Lyon & Healy, Inc., Chicago 

Or4w •( jrwr Lacal DmImt 
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The O. D. Choral Series 



|HIS series of octavo volumes of Choral Music has been 
planned to give at a popular price a varied selection of 
attractive music- The contents of each volume have been 
chosen with care from music of proven acceptability. In no other 
form can so much desirable music be obtained at the price, nor 
can the contents be duplicated. The music is in all cases printed 
from engraved plates, and in binding and typography the vol- 
umes surpass all other low-priced collections. Conductors, choir- 
masters, and organists may obtain in any quantity desired many 
of the separate numbers included in these volumes. 

VOLUMES ISSUED 

Choice Part Songs for Men's Voices 

Fifty Responses for Choirs (Compiled by J. L. Gilbert) 

Old Time Songs for Men's Voices (Secular) (Compiled by 

J. C. Randolph) 
Popular Anthems for General Use 
Twenty Part Songs for Men's Voices (Secular) 
Twenty Part Songs for Mixed Voices (Secular) 
Twenty Popular Anthems (For General Use) 
Twenty Quartets for Women's Voices (Secular) 
Twenty Sacred Trios for Women's Voices (Compiled by Clifford 

C. Chapman) 
Twenty Sacred Two-part Songs for Women's Voices (Compiled 

by Clifford C. Chapman) 
Twenty Trios for Women's Voices (Secular) 



BOSTON: OLIVER DITSON COMPANY 

New York: CHAS. H. DITSON & CO. Chicago: LYON & HEALY, Inc. 

Order of your local dealer 
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NEW 

FIFTY CENT SERIES 

A fine scries of books convenient in size, beautifully finished, and 
reasonably priced, which contains to date the following volumes: 

VOCAL Ten Negro Spiritual* 



CHORAL 



PIANO 



ORGAN 



Ten Anthems by Ten Composers 
(For General Use) 

Ten Three-part Songs for Women's Voices 
(With Piano Accompaniment) 

Twelve Popular Part Songs for Men's Voices 

Miniature Classics, VoL I {Bach and Handel) 

Miniature Classics, VoL II (Haydn and Mozart) 

Eight Piano Pieces by French Composers 

Eight Piano Pieces by Spanish Composers 

Ten Popular Marches for Piano 

Ten Recital Pieces 

Ten Russian Piano Pieces 

Eight Russian Organ Pieces 

Ten Original Compositions for the Organ 

Ten Transcriptions for the Organ 



EACH VOLUME, FIFTY CENTS, NET 

M Oua most discriminating teachers are emphatic in pronouncing them to be most impor- 
tant additions, and they especially appreciate the fact that so excellent compilations are 
to be had for the very reasonable price established." 

— S. Ernest Philpitt & Son, Washington, D. C 

"Thb New Fifty Cent Organ Albums are the best value on the market today.'* 

Roland Diggle, Mta. Doc., Los Angeles, California. 

Boston: Oliver Ditson Company 

New York: Chas. H. Ditson cjl Co. Chicago: Lyon & Healy,Inc 
Order of your local dealer 



BOOKS ON THE VOICE 



YOUR VOICE AND YOU 

{What the Singer should do) 
By Clara Kathleen Rogers (Clara Doria) Cloth, $1.75 net 

PREPARATORY COURSE TO THE ART OF VOCALIZATION 

Soprano, Mezza Soprano, Alto, Tenor, Baritone, Bass 
Edited by Eduardo Marzo Each book, paper, f 1.25 net 

THE ART OF VOCALIZATION 

Soprano, Mezzo Soprano, Alto, Tenor, Baritone, Bass 
Edited by Eduardo Marzo Three books to each voice— each, paper, $1.25 net 

THE HEAD VOICE AND OTHER PROBLEMS 
By D. A. Cupfincer Cloth, $1.25 net 

RESONANCE IN SINGING AND SPEAKING 
By Dr. Thomas Fillebrown Cloth, $1.50 net 

SIMPLE TRUTHS USED BY GREAT SINGERS 
By Sarah Robinson Duff Cloth, $1.50 net 

SOME STACCATO NOTES FOR SINGERS 
By Marie Withrow Cloth, $1.00 net 

THE COMMONPLACES OF VOCAL ART 
By Louis Arthur Russell Cloth, $125 net 

ENGLISH DICTION FOR SINGERS AND SPEAKERS 
By Jx>uis Arthur Russell Cloth, $125 net 

FRENCH DICTION FOR SINGERS AND SPEAKERS 
By William Harkness Arnold Cloth, $125 net 

THE TRAINING OF BOYS* VOICES 
By Claude Ellsworth Johnson Cloth, $125 net 

TWELVE LESSONS ON THE 

FUNDAMENTALS OF VOICE. PRODUCTION 

By Arthur L. Manchester Cloth, $125 net 



BOSTON: OLIVER DITSON COMPANY 

New York: CHAS. H. DITSON & CO: Chicago- LYON & HEALY, Inc. 

Order of your load dealer 
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Four Important Cantatas 

OF INTEREST TO 

SENIOR HIGH SCHOOL CHORUSES 

COBRNE, LOUIS ADOLPHE 

Song of Victory. Op. 125 (Mixed Voices) (Published also for three-part 

chorus, S. S. A.) .60 

A work which expresses tellingly the spirit of thanksgiving and triumph in 
victory, its causes and its ideals. The choral writing shows nice feeling for 
the movement of parts and for massed climaxes; and the solo mezzo-soprano 
(or baritone) has two lyric and expressive airs. 

HADLEY, HENRY 

The New Earth (A Prophetic Vision). Op. 85 1.00 

The inspiring text by Louise Ayres Garnett has brought forth some of the 
best music Mr. Hadley has written. It has a large simplicity and clarity of 
utterance; its brevity gives the strength of concentration; and for both solo- 
ists and chorus the music is rewarding and satisfying. 

HERBERT, VICTOR 

The Call to Freedom (Mixed Voices) (Also issued for Men's Voices) .75 

A notable work from the pen of one of our most uniquely gifted and popu- 
lar composers. It is rich in harmony- vigorous in style and effective for chorus 
singing. 

PAGE, JT. CLIFFORD 

Lord Howe's Masquerade (Text by Frederick H. Martens) .75 

A picturesque episode in colonial Boston is the subject of this fine work. The 
music is effective, brilliant and dramatic, with many fine programmatic touches 



FOR CHILDREN'S VOICES 

GARNETT, LOUISE AYRES 

A Forest Rondo (A Shakespearean Fantasy). Op. 7 .50 

Bright and h.ppy in style, with text from Shakespeare; and with music 
for two-part chorus that portrays its vivacious and fanciful spirit. Graceful 
and pleasing is the accompaniment also, either for piano or orchestra. 

Send for Descriptive Circular "P %% —Cantatas % Oratorios, etc. 



The Dition Novelty Lilt is well worth while. 
Afk to have your name added to our mailing list. 



BOSTON: OLIVER DITSON COMPANY 

NEW YORK: CHAS. H. DITSON A CO. CHICAGO: LYON & HEALY 
ORDER OP YOUR LOCAL DEALER 



Standard Opera Librettos 

All librettos have English text. Additional texts are indicated by Italic letters, 
as follows: /, Italian; G, German; F. French. Those marked with (*) contain 



no music. All the ot 


hers have the musi 


c oi tne principal an 


"S. 




PRICE, 30 CENTS EACH, NET, 








A— G 




, 


Title Text 


CoapoMr 


Title 


r«st 


CoapoMr 


Af rlcaine, L 9 L 


Giacomo Meyerbeer 


Don Giovanni 


I. 


W. A. Mozart 


Aida /. 


Giuseppe Verdi 


Don Paaqnnlo 


I. 


Gaetano Donizetti 


Armide F. 


C. W. von Oluck 


'Dorothy 




Alfred Cellier 


Ballo in Maschera, Un 




Dumb Girl of Porttct, 






(The Masked Ball) 7. 


Giuseppe Verdi 


The (Masaniello) 


I. 


D. F. E. Auber 


Barbe-BIeue 




ElUire d'amore, I 9 


I. 


Gaetano Donizetti 


(Blue Beard) F. 


Jacques Offenbach 


*Erminio 


I. 


Edward Jakobowshi 


^ Barbiere di Srriglia, 11 

(Barber of Seville) I. ( 




Ernani 


I. 


Giuseppe Verdi 


Tioacchino A. Rossini 


EtoileduNord,L' (The 




Bartered Bride G. 


Frederick Smetana 


Star of the North) 


I. 


Giacomo Meyerbeer 


Belle Helena, La F. 


Jacques Offenbach 


Fatinitsa 




Franz von Suppe 


Bells of CorneTiIU 




Fanst 


F. 


Charles Gounod 


(Chimes of Normandy) 


Robert Planquette 


do. 


I. 


do. 


*BUlee Taylor 


Edward Solomon 


Favorite, La 


L 


Gaetano Donizetti 


*Boccaccio 


Franz von Bupp4 


Fidelio 


G. 


L. van Beethoven 


Bohemian Girl, The 


Michael Wm. Balfe 


Fig liadel Reg gimento, 




do. I. 


do. 


La (Daughter of the 


> 




Carmen F. 


Georges Bizet 


Regiment) 


I. 


Gaetano Donizetti 


do. I. 


do. 


Fille de Madame 






Cavalleria Rustieana /• 


Pietro Mascagni 


Angot, La 


F. 


Charles Lecocq 


Chimes of Normandy 




Flauto Magico, 11 






(Bells of Comeville) 


Robert Planquette 


(The Magic Flute) 


I. 


W. A. Mozart 


Cleopatra's Night 


Henry Hadley 


do. 


G. 


do. 


* Contes d'Hoffmann, Las 




Fledermaus, Die 






(Tales of Hoffmann) F. 


Jacques Offenbach 


(The Bat) 


G. 


Johann Strauss 


Crispino e la Comare 




Flying Dutchman, The 


Richard Wagner 


(The Cobbler and 




do. 


G. 


do. 


the Fairy) /. 


Luigi and F. Ricci 


Fra Diavolo 


I. 


D. F. E. Auber 


Crown Diamonds, The F. 


D. F. E. Auber 


Freischttts, Dor 


G. 


Carl Maria von Weber 


Dame Blanche, La 


F.A.Boieldieu 


do. 


/. 


do. 


Damnation of Faust, 




♦Gillette (La Belle 






The F. 


Hector Berlioz 


Coquette) 




Edmond Audran 


Dinorah I. 


Giacomo Meyerbeer 


Gioconda, La 


/. 


Amilcare Ponchielli 


♦Doctor of Alcantara, 




Girofle-Girofla 


F. 


Charles Lecocq 


The 


Julius Eichberg 


Gotterdammerung, DieG. 


Richard Wagner 





BOSTON: OLIVER D1TSON COMPANY 

New York: Chat. H. Ditson & Co. Chicago: Lyon 8t Healy, Inc. 

Order of your local dealer 
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follows: /, Italian; 
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German; F, French. Those marked with (*) contain no 


music. All the others have the music of the principal airs. 
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' PRICE. 30 CENTS, EACH 




PRICES ARh 


Postage extra, except in first and second zones Jxom 


Boston sod Hew York 
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Thto 


T«t 


Caipwwr 


ThU 
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Grand Packets of 






Oteilo 


L Giuseppe Verdi l 


Gerolstein, Tke 


p. 


Jacques Offenbach 


Pagliacci, 1 


I. R. Leoncavallo 


♦Hamlet 




Ambroise Thomas 


Parsifal 


0. Richard Wagner 


Jewe**, The 


i. 


Jacques F. HaUvy 


Pinafore (H. M. S.) 


Bir Arthur 6, Sullivan - 


Konigin Ton Saba 






Propkete, Le 


/. Giacomo Meyerbeer 


■ (Queen of Sheba) 


G. 


Karl Goldmark 


Paritani, I 


/. Vincenzo Bellini 


Lakme 


L 


LooDoHbes 


Rkeingold, Das (The 




Lily of Killarncy, The 


Sir Jules Benedict 


Rhlnegold) 


G. Richard Wagner 


Linda di Chemounfis 


I. 


Gaetano Donizetti 


^Rigoletto 


L Giuseppe Verdi 


•rr Lohengrin 


a 


Richard Wagner 


Robert le Diablo 


7. Giacomo Meyerbeer 


do. 


/. 


do. 


Romeo et Juliette 


P. Charles Gounod 


*LoTely Galatea, Tke 




Fran* von 8upp4 


Romeo e Ginlletta 


/. do. 


f Lncia di Lamaenneoi 
Lucresia Borgia 


r/. 


Oaetano Donizetti 


Ruddigore 


Sir Arthur 8. Sullivan 


J. 


do. 


Samson et Dalila 


P. Camille Baint-BaAns 


'Madame Favart 




Jacques Offenbach 


Semiramide 


/. Gioaeehino A. Rossini 


Manon 


P. Jules Massenet 


Siegfried 


0. Richard Wagner 


MaHtaaa 




Wm. Tineent Wallace 


Sonnambula, La 


1. Vincenzo Bellini 


Marriage of Figaro 


I. 


W. A.Mozart 


• Sorcerer, Tke 


8ir Arthur S. Sullivan 


X Martha 


J. 


Friedrich von Flotow 


'Spectre Knight, Tke 


Alfred Cellier 


Masaniello (Dumb 






'Stradella 


Friedrich von Flotow 


Girl of Portici) 


J, 


Z>. JT. E. Auber 


Tannkanser 


G. Richard Wagner 


'Mascot, Tke 




Bdtnond Audran 


Traviata, La 


J. Giuseppe Verdi 


Masked Ball 


/. 


Giuseppe Verdi 


Tristan and Isolde 


G. Richard Wagner 


Meistersinger, Die 






TroTatore, 11 


/. Giuseppe Verdi 


(The Masters ingers) 


G. 


Richard Wagner 


Ugonotti, Gli (The 




Mefistofele 


/. 


ArrigoBoito 


Huguenots) 


I. Oiacomo Meyerbeer 


Merry Wire* of 






V«rkaaf to Brant, Die 




■ Windsor, Tbe 




Otto Vicolai 


(The Bartered Bride) 0. Friedrich Bmetano 


Mignon 


/. 


Ambroise Thomas 


Walkiire, Die 


G. Richard Wagner 


Mikado, The 


Bir Arthur S. Sullivan 


William Tell 


I. Gioaeehino A. Rossini 


'Nanon 




Richard Gent* 


Zauberflote, Die (The 


\ 


• Norma 


1. 


Vincenzo Bellini 


Magic Flute) 


G. W. A. Mozart 


'Olivette 




Bdmond Audran 






Orpkeus 




0. W. von Oluck 
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SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 




Edited by H. E. KREHBIEL 

'Bound in paper, cloth back, $2.50 each 
In 1 full cloth, gilt . . , P £50 tack 



H 




In these volumes of The Musicians Library the editor has presented in chron- 
ological order the most famous arias from operas of every school Begin- 
ning with songs from the earliest Italian productions, a comprehensive 
view of operatic development is given by well-chosen examples from Ger- 
man, French, and later Italian works, dovyn to contemporary musical drama. 

Each song or aria is given in its original scriptive, and inrerp relative notes on each 
key with the original text, and a faithful 



and singable English translation. 
Each volume contains an interesting pref- 
ace by Mr, Krehbiel, with historic, dc- 



song. 

Portraits of the most noted composers 
represented are given in each volume. 
Size of each volume, 94 x X2H inches. 



SOPRANO SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 

Contains twenty-three numbers by nineteen composers. The music covers 188 pages, 
the prefatory matter 25 pages, Portraits are given of Beethoven, Bellini, Ghick, 
Gounod, Meyerbeer, Mozart, Rossini, Verdi, and Weber. 



MEZZO SOPRANO SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 

Contains thirty numbers by twenty-five composers. The music covers 186 pages, the 
prefatory matter 29 pages. Portraits are given of Auber, Bizet, Donizetti, Handel, 
Massenet, Saint-Saens, Spontini, Thomas, and Wagner. 



ALTO SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 

Contains twenty-nine numbers by twenty-two composers. The music covets 176 
pages, the prefatory matter 20 pages. Portraits are given of Glinka, Gludc, Handel, 
Lully, Meyerbeer, Pur cell, Rossini, Thomas, and Verdi. 



TENOR SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 

Contains twenty-nine numbers by twenty-one composers. The music covers 192 
pages, the prefatory matter 27 pages. Portraits are given of Beethoven, Bizet, Gludc, 
Gounod, Mascagni, Massenet, Verdi, Wagner, and Weber. 



BARITONE AND BASS SONGS FROM THE OPERAS 

Contains twenty-seven numbers by twenty-four composers. The music covers 188 
pages, the prefatory matter 20 pages. Portraits are given of Bellini, Bizet, Cherubim, 
Gounod, Halevy, Handel, Mozart, Ponchielli, and Tchaikovsky. 
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